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It was a cold and windy night. Everything about 
the house seemed perfect except for the exceptional 
circumstance that everyone who originally owned the place 
was now gone. They had all moved somewhere else and 
how that had happened exactly, was not a matter of dispute; 
at least for him. He imagined what a beautiful perfect 
model of virtue must now live there and wondered as he 
walked by his old house for the first time in many, many 
years if the thought of him standing in front of his own 
house, or what once was that, was some source of terror, 
prolific terror, to the ones inside. 

He was not so much interested in models anymore, 
or the process of modeling, but was far more interested in 
how modeling existed in the application of law and tried to 
convince himself then, as he started down the street, that 
if what once existed of law were perfect and incomplete 
and a matter of ethics, that this new model inside the house 
must complete the perfect one. 

Misunderstanding is the name of the game in 
Hollywood. People say that they understand and see 
you out the door of the office and by the time they arrive at 
the parking lot, they are on the phone with another agent or 
another producer making things happen without you. 

Then while you are waiting around, so hopefully, with your 
hands folded in prayer or twiddling your thumbs, whatever 
you prefer to do, whatever you are waiting for to happen, 
already has. 



He thought of one of the last dinner conversations 
he had had with his father in the kitchen before he turned 
up dead. It was just before the 2001 elections and he was 
arguing over the family choice for President. His father 
supported Gore and he was ominously tied to George 
through the fate of one of his oldest friends, 
the Poet Eric Walker, who had headed out of his Berkeley 
Spruce Avenue Apartment one autumn day, descending the 
stairs, on his ultimate way to commit suicide, before 
he turned and said gently from the door, “take care of my 
crazy family.” For some far out and twisted reason, he 
felt a sense of obligation to the young poet who was 
now a part of Beat history and existed only so much as in 
limited edition chap books and chapters of Cherkovky’s 
“Whitman’s Wild Children.” 

They were enjoying a nice and polite dinner when 
the conversation heated up and it heated up in a way it 
never had before. His father argued that George was a 
right wing fascist and possibly a Nazi and he had told his 
father that could not be altogether true and his father 
absolutely blew his top and became nearly red in the 
face screaming about how he had been in a room with 
George, that he understood perfectly the man’s attitude and 
that the family should have no trust whatsoever for “the 
people” he surrounded himself with. In fact his father 
became so livid, so irate, so totally immersed in anger over 
the subject that it was demanded he leave immediately as 
they exchanged last words on the lawn his father pointed to 
the street shouting “Get out!” 

His office was uptown, or closer to downtown then 
you could imagine. In fact, if truth be told, the office was in 
the entirely A section part of town known as K Town 
or Korea town. The small agency he had built with 
$12,000 of his family money was teetering between success 



and disaster. The bus back to the office would take a long 
time so he decided to walk up to Sunset Blvd and take the 
bus into Hollywood and back to his small apartment in 
Hollywood where they were making him into copy instead 
of handing out dialogue sheets to his models and actors. In 
Hollywood, dialogue sheets are known as “sides” and 
people were certainly taking them, he could not decipher 
who, but there was one thing he was certain of, the actors 
and models were not working. 

Daniel worked across the street. He ran a small 
successful agency and he had moved in 
just across the road to go to work there, first as a 
receptionist, then as an intern, then as a volunteer. As 
the money for the company continued to grow, or as Danny 
struggled to make t grow, he found himself getting paid 
less and less, until nothing at all, but for reasons of either 
insanity or loyalty, he stayed. The most important reason 
was he wanted to learn the business inside and out. 

He didn’t feel bad either way about leaving and 
starting his own Agency. Danny’s actress Ezmerelda 
had left long ago and started her own Agency, Dragon 
Talent and she specialized in tattoo’d talent and became 
wildly successful. He had the feeling that if he went his 
own way, his own success would make Danny even more 
appreciated for training his office to succeed in a way that 
he had. Whatever the case, things were getting weird in 
the office and Tom had died of a heroin overdose and 
Danny’s new leading golden boy was found stabbed to 
death on Melrose Avenue driving home from a party and 
the police reported that not a single person in the streets 
of Los Angeles could say anything about what had 
happened. Then Melissa had traveled somewhere with 
her boyfriend and her boyfriend had either gotten shot or 
shot someone and she was in jail on a possession charge. 



Hollywood is strange business and he had a good 
relationship with Danny. They listened to Madonna all 
afternoon at raging feverish pitch volume as the music 
played they sifted through the shelves for publicity shots 
and packaged them into envelopes for the messenger boys 
who came late at night for them and delivered them the 
next morning for castings. 

At the end of his tenure with Danny, when Danny 
was teetering himself on the edge of survival, he had 
decided he would prepare himself for the worse and plan a 
course of action that would ultimately mean establishing 
his own company. He was working the front desk and 
Danny came by and thew out a load of new pictures from 
the mail. 


“Listen, if you aren’t going to pay me, can I at least 
have the garbage?” 

Danny smiled and said o.k. 

Angela Hoover was an interesting shot. She had a 
quirky comedienne look and he believed right away that 
Danny had made a big mistake throwing her out. To him, 
she represented the ultimate refrigerator sales lady, the 
American housewife who could sell you anything, from a 
candy bar to a glass of scotch, whatever you needed. 

Ultimately, that proved to be true and Angela 
Hoover was the biggest money maker he had in the 
business, after keeping her photo on a shelf for nearly two 
years before opening his own company. 

His stint at Danny’s agency now over, he called 
Anna, his old girlfriend and asked her to introduce him to 
Ron, who ran the John Robert Powers modeling school on 



the other side of town. Irving Gore was an old man who 
owned the company and he had been a family friend from a 
long time ago. Ron was an erudite professional whose 
claim to fame was he had been the most productive 
salesman on the force and had ultimately purchased the 
company along with Irv as the JRP enterprise was sold 
from the Robie family in a deal that happened over a 
Christmas dinner. 

John Dupont was known to Presidents and royalty 
all over the world. He was synonymous with polka dot 
ties and race cars. He sponsored races such as Mario 
Andretti and Jeff Gordon and he took business pretty 
seriously. He once bragged that he had put together TCI 
as a cable company and they had bought the cable 
broadcast rights to all of Washington D.C. so as to control 
the very news the President of the United States relied on. 

He told me a story about how he once flew to a 
small country in Asia and spoke to the Prime Minister or 
President or whoever it was about how his investors wanted 
to build a series of racetracks in the country. The political 
leader flatly refused. Dupont cordially said goodbye and 
left the country. In the morning they pulled out all their 
money in the country and the currency collapsed, the leader 
was over thrown and he returned to discuss the situation 
with the new leader. “We want to build some race 
tracks.” The military guys explained to the new leader 
what had just happened. The race tracks got built. 

Dupont and him had a weekly lunch date in the 
lobby restaurant of the Beverly Wilshire Hotel. Usually, 
you could find big wigs like Lee Ioccoca and others at 
other tables and Dupont always asked for him just after 
lunch and they enjoyed desert together. Coffee and 
Raspberry Dacroix, that was his favorite. Dupont 



launched into a scenario about how the Robie family was 
selling the Powers modeling school and he wanted him to 
go inside and learn the business because he had a plan to 
put together a group of investors and buy the company for 
himself and take the Power’s school public on the New 
York Stock Exchange and create the first public 
American entertainment company that actually handled the 
modeling world itself. He liked the idea and it was two 
weeks that went by before he was immediately introduced 
to the stunningly beautiful Anna who. coincidentally, 
worked as a sales lady for Powers and after dating a matter 
of weeks, they found themselves a room together at the 
Ritz Hotel in Pasadena to attend the annual Power’s 
Christmas dinner. It was in the buffet line that he made his 
most critical error. He was talking to Anna about the fact 
that the Robie ’s were intending to sell the company and 
needed the approval of management before they could do 
it. Standing behind them was Ron, who was second in 
command with Irv and Ron quipped, “so that’s what that 
‘just sign it’ paper is on Irv’s desk.” Ron chuckled loudly 
and two weeks later, Ron owned the company. 

This was now past history and Powers had moved 
into the comer of Beverly Hills and established a plush new 
facility on Sunset Blvd and he went in to meet Ron and 
Ron was challenged by the possibility of working with a 
friend of Anna’s, because she had decided to give up the 
business despite the fact that she was very successful and 
he trusted Anna’s judgment. 

So he worked at a desk next to a young Bart Larson 
from Belgium and Tiffany Minami was a very attractive 
Japanese girl who ran the office with Ron. At that time he 
was living with Tae Michul, a young actor at Danny’s and 
he had let Tae stay on the floor with one condition, that 
Tae design him a logo for his new Agency. Tae had been 



a student of the Chicago Art Institute and Tae did a 
beautiful rendering of a pattern he had found in an 
old Chinese dictionary of a cave drawing for a winding 
circle that symbolized completion. Tae was on his way out 
to see Shannon from Panavision and he laughed because he 
had taken her out for dinner years ago before Tae had 
even met her. Tae joked “She’s so hot I would just love to 
fuck her in the ass.” Sometime later, Bart was in the 
office and they were talking about Tiffany and he used the 
same line. Anyway, Tae’s joke didn’t go over so well 
and someone told someone told someone and a big 
conference was held and he was summarily fired by a red 
hot and glowing livid mad Ron who couldn’t believe the 
pressure the office was putting on him to do it. 

He felt bad about what he had said about Minami, 
because, of course, the words had just slipped out of his 
mouth and they weren’t even his. Bart had taken him to a 
party on Melrose at a studio hopping with models, cocktails 
and cheese. Even Jennifer, the old receptionist from the 
O’Fryan firm was there and she was bragging about being 
engaged to Dion whose brother Eric was the other half of 
O’Fryan/Rufiman, a talent consultant firm that charged 
thousands of dollars to put portfolio packages together for 
new and developing talent. He had worked there years 
earlier as a data entry guy and the company was across 
the street from the new Powers building. 

Jennifer ran around the studio looking for Francesca. 
Francesca D’Tolomei speaks like eleven languages and is 
married to Sholto Douglas. As long as he had the into, he 
decided to use it and organized a lunch with Sholto and 
Francesca. Sholto spoke with a thick Gennan accent and 
was bom there. Francesca had an equally thick Italian 
accent and was also European. 

They discussed putting together a casting company together 



and it would be a fifty fifty relationship. He would 
work out of their office at Glamour Models, which also 
produced model portfolios and his idea was to put 
together like a year book of talent where a casting agent 
could 

look at fifty or sixty photos at a time on a single page. It 
was interesting that the first day on the 
job, Sholto was already working on the same idea, using 
Quark to model the page and adobe photo shop to scan 
the photos and get them into the layout. The work 
together proved successful and they were doing well 
together. Sholto him played pool together after dinner at 
restaurants on Melrose and the three of them were getting 
along very well. It was an interesting relationship. 

One day he was working at the desk and Sholto 
walked in and put a pastry on the desk. 

“What’s that for?” he wondered. 

“Arbeit macht frei” Sholto said. 

“What does that mean in English?” he asked him 

“Work makes free” he explained. 

“Where does that expression come from?” he asked. 

“It was on the door at Auschwitz.” he explained. 

“What makes you think of that?” he asked him. 

“Like you and I work together”, he explained. 

“My father was the best friend of Adolf Hitler.” 



CHAPTER TWO NOT PAST RYE 


He thought long and hard about the pastry. 
Unfortunately, despite Sholto’s fondest wishes, the 
intergenerational fury between races could not seem to die. 
They were not simply past rye. In fact, an Australian 
jockey blew into town and came in to look for models 
for an alleged commercial shoot he was putting together 
and it demanded that the talent fly to Baton Rouge and 
spend some time on a riverboat. Colby was a beautiful 
young blonde model in her early twenties, maybe even 
younger. She found herself trapped on the boat, unable to 
communicate with the outside world as the jockey 
masturbated on her back and sent her home. 

Francesca was outraged. Sholto took it in stride. 
He was dealing with his own stuff. The European couple 
were in the middle of litigation against Paramount Studios 
for a defamation award. They claimed that the studio had 
unfairly presented them in the media as a fraudulent 
company and that Francesca worked hard to put the models 
in business. It was a hell of a time for the masturbation 
plot ecause the picture book of talent was now circulating 
around town and it was really working. The casting 
directors loved it and our team was getting hired sometimes 
a dozen at a time on music videos. 


That week Hugh Dotsen joined the office. He 



rented a corner office from Franny and Sholto. He was 
a former studio executive and there were major discussions 
that didn’t involve him. One evening he was working 
on the book and Hugh came in and explained they were 
going to post everything online and make it available to the 
casting community that way. The thought of it terrified him. 
Every Tom Dick and Harry could get their hands on those 
pictures and after the Colby incident he was becoming 
defiantly protective of his own work. Hugh sensed his 
outrage over the whole idea and had a discussion with 
Sholto and it was agreed, he would take a week off and 
let them put the book online and then return. He grabbed 
a box and started to put the disks and every scrap of 
infonnation he could find relevant to his work into it and 
started out the office door. Hugh ran after him. He 
started 

to run himself towards the door. Hugh tackled him at the 
door. The disks spilled all over the floor and Hugh held 
him down while everyone else picked up the pieces and put 
them into the box. Hugh was not going to let him leave 
with the infonnation. He was not going to leave 
without it. The police were called. Both sides told their 
story and he explained that it was a fifty fifty 
arrangement but that the partners, Franny and Sholto had 
agreed, any work he did was his own. The police told him 
to go home and leave the box. 

Genevieve was a beautiful young blonde 
receptionist who ran the front. She dated his friend Davy 
who had been an actor at Danny’s and she would show up 
to Davy’s door and he would answer it with a bottle of 
whipped cream in his hand and the two of them had 
a lot of fun together. Davy, Genevieve and him also 
smoked grass together and they were a tight group. 
Genevieve knew there was a problem with the online 
concept after the Colby thing and they spoke on the phone. 



Genevieve would bring him the book back, a page at a 
time if she had too. She would arrive after work and after 
a few weeks the book was complete again. Photos, phone 
numbers, etc. Genevieve wondered what he was going to 
do. He explained it to her matter of factly, he was tired of 
the casting and talent development side, he would 
open his own agency. 

It’s funny that later he would be accused of 
corporate theft because, in the end, he simply tossed the 
book in the garbage once he arrived at his new office. To 
him, it was a matter of security, and if the enemy, 
whoever it was, and he couldn’t define it yet, didn’t know 
exactly whose hands the infonnation was in, couldn’t 
accurately assess the extent of reprisals for that kind of 
conduct, then he felt just one bit safer about leaving them 
behind. 


The process of putting together a Hollywood 
Agency took months. At the time, he didn’t even have a 
car. It was a long bus ride downtown and then into 
Norwalk just to file the “D.B.A” or doing business As 
paperwork with the state clerk’s office. Then you had to 
spend a few dollars to publish the information. After that, 
there was a process of applying for a State Talent Agency 
license. That required fingerprinting. He looked up 
fingerprinting places and found one in Korea town. It was 
the closes thing he could find. A polite Korean lady took 
his fifteen dollars and rolled his fingers into the ink. He 
walked out the door and through a corridor of the Bank of 
America and into the sprawling KTown part of Wilshire 
Blvd and noticed an enormous skyscraper across the street 
with a sign that read “Suites for Lease” and decided to 
give it a look. In order to become a franchised member of 
the Screen Actor’s Guild, and in order to complete his 
State License requirements with the Department of 



Labor and Industrial Standards of California, he was 
required to have a publicly accessible commercial office 
space. 


Jennifer was a young Korean executive who sat 
down with him in the conference room and offered him a 
look at the suites. They space was on the 27th floor of the 
Equitable Life building and had a stunning view of the 
city and the rent was reasonable, less then a thousand 

dollars for the space and he took the paperwork home and 
signed the lease. 

He found a glass table and four chairs at a local 
furniture store. That was his big purchase. When Tae 
Michul had originally designed the logo they had spent a 
few hours at a local Internet cafe on La Brea and Sunset 
Blvd and Tae had printed a few test copies of the artwork 
out and they returned back to the apartment. When they 
got home and put the disk into the computer, the screen 
read “disk corrupted” and the file was unreadable. So even 
the original artwork was destroyed first thing. The only 
thing he had to go on were the printed copies and those 
were scanned and reduced to picture fonnat and it was all 
he had 
to go with. 

He wrote a letter to George Michaelis who was his 
friend Neal’s father. Neal had been his room mate in 
Berkeley and George was a Harvard Business graduate and 
guru of the mutual fund market who ran one of the most 
successful group of mutual funds in the world. He asked 
George if there was anyway he could give him advice about 
financing his company. He took Dupont’s idea seriously 
and dreamed of taking the Agency concept public into the 
marketplace of investors. A month later George was dead 



from a mysterious bicycling accident. He was coming 
down the hill at Griffith Observatory and a car pulled out 
and George went flying to the pavement without a helmet. 
At the funeral, Neal was convinced his stepmother had 
been involved in a plot and the FBI had questions as well. 

He blamed himself for the letter and he couldn’t 
even be sure for himself whether George had even seen it. 
Who could ever know. Maybe it was an accident. It is 
hard to say. The only thing that seemed to be true is that 
George was dead and he had left a vast fortune to his 
Neal’s 

Step Mother and Neal felt like something was wrong 
entirely with the picture. 

Neal is a naturalist. He likes to Hang glide and he 
spends most of his time in the Colorado Mountains. He 
says that sometimes he can glide fifty miles. Neal had a 
bike accident himself in college and when the tests came in, 
he was diagnosed with Hotchkins disease, a lymphatic 
cancer. At the time, he was dating Kim and Neal was 
dating Kathy who was Kim’s best friend. It was lucky for 
Neal that Kathy’s father was one of the world’s foremost 
experts in Hotchkins disease at Stanford University. 
Coincidence or not, Neal received treatment and his cancer 
went into remission. 

“I guess it’s time to evolve.” Neal said from the 
balcony of his apartment looking out 
at the Hollywood Blvd as they smoked a joint and the 
music played. 

“That’s it. That’s it.” he said with excitement. 

“What’s it.” Neal laughed. “What are you talking 


about?” 



“I mean, I have been searching for weeks for the 
right word for my Agency. Something organic, natural. 
That’s just the perfect concept. Something that implies 
our ability to overcome adversity in the worst conditions.” 

“Ha. I see.” Neal said. “Go for it dude.” 

He filed the paperwork with the Screen Actor’s 
Guild under “ETC - Evolve Talent Casting.” He liked the 
idea of etcetera as a concept of the infinite. Unfortunately, 
the Union turned down the paperwork and claimed that as 
an Agency of the Guild, he could not misrepresent 
himself as a casting service and needed to include the 
distinctive title of Talent Agency in the company name. 

So it became Evolve Talent Agency. To complete the 
journey of paperwork meant he had to refile his name with 
the State for his DBA and amend his name, refile with the 
State for his license and that took several weeks and the 
clock was already ticking on his lease arrangement for the 
office space. So he was out several thousand dollars 
before he even entered the door. 



CHAPTER THREE THE HITLIST RUMOUR 


Dupont said that nobody would ever read his books. 
He wondered why. They were at it again, sipping coffee 
at the Beverly Wilshire Hotel. Dupont ordered a glass of 
fresh squeezed tangerine juice. The waiter explained 
they had no tangerines. Dupont explained he paid 
$10,000 a month for the suite and demanded the waiter go 
to the market and get some. The waiter went to the 
market. Dupont is gay. He goes to Thailand and buys 
little boys. 

Dupont explained it cordially. If you right lovely 
sonnets about how pretty the girl is or your struggles 
growing up or your time at college or all the fun you had at 
the nightclubs, nobody will ever really appreciate your 
work. You will die a complete unknown. There is only 
one way to get the reader’s attention when you write a book. 
Someone has to die. 

He thought about it long and hard. He was still at 
Berkeley at the time. The year was 

1986 when Dupont had told him that. He talked to his 
Turkish friend Ahmet Cevat about what Dupont had said. 
Dupont said that he had to kill his characters in order to get 
a reading from publishers. Ahmet said if he really wanted 
to go all the way, he should tun it into a hitlist. 

Something about the whole concept bothered him; 
but in the end he knew that Dupont was right. 

Whatever the case may be, he decided if he had to write a 



murder plot into the book, he would find characters that 
were already dead. So he went to Cody’s bookstore and 
started looking through the history books. He took a few 
notes and applied them to the text. So and so is executed. 
So and so is assassinated. All true events that became 
historical inaccuracies when the first and last names were 
removed. 

He sent the text to an Agency. Suddenly he was 
an international terrorist. There were three copies of the 
book. One he sent to his family. His father wrote a letter 
wondering why they hadn’t published it. The Agency 
never responded. The third copy he left in his room in 
Berkeley and when he moved, he left it behind. He was 
unhappy with the work. 

He felt the list was basically plagiarism and when 
he went back to Cody’s to cite the sources the books were 
unfindable and because he couldn’t add the footnotes, he 
decided the book wasn’t worth keeping in the final 
analysis. But Hollywood was screaming blood at this 
point. 


The Agency competition was fierce. By the time 
he got to his desk at Evolve, the whole town was in an 
uproar. After only a month in business, the entire 
commercial side of the industry went on strike. The 
strike lasted more than a year. It was a fight for cable and 
Internet payments that the advertisers didn’t offer. It was 
a funny thing because there had been a discussion about 
this month’s earlier and the strike had been his suggestion. 
Now that it was in effect, he never imagined it would go 
this far. He thought it would last a week or two and 
everything would return to normal; but it just lingered on 
and on. 



The actor’s picketed the sets and in front of the 
Guild and demanded better wages. They wore t shirts 
that said “Stop Greedy Advertisers.” The situation was 
absurd. The electricians and technical guys, the directs 
and writers, all members of their own unions, decided not 
to support the Screen Actor’s Guild. That meant only 
one thing. The work would continue. Because Evolve 
was new in business, it did not enjoy the luxury other 
agencies did. The older and more established agencies 
in the business could rely on years of built up residuals that 
continue with every re screening of television and film that 
aired. Evolve had nothing to fall back on. There was 
only one choice. To stay in business, Evolve would have 
to accept the work. 

The first day of work was the first day of the rest of 
the disaster. The wire service had arrived with a 
gruesome looking antenna that it had taped to the window 
and the reception off the hill was bouncing in and out. 

The casting calls are called breakdowns because each 
scene is broken down by character. Ethnicity, age, skills, 
etc. They come off the wire one at a time and are 
numbered. He walked in his first day and the sheets read 
#1,2, 3, 7, 8,1 1. He called the wire room. They said 
they were having difficulty with the signal. They sent Jesse 
the technician over. He tested the output and decided he 
could not install the equipment up to par and that the only 
choice was to get a fax machine and have the wires dialed 
in. So that is what happened. The first day the fax 
machine was implemented the wires came in #1,5,8,13 
totally out of order and missing. He called the wire room. 
They said they were having trouble with their fax server. 
He called his old boss Danny. Was he having any trouble? 
No. He called the wire room. Jesse would not be back 
until after two pan. Evolve would have to wait. 



There are two pick ups. The messenger comes at 
about 12:30 in the afternoon and again at 7:30. The 
theatrical and film breakdowns are sent differently and are 
substantially more expensive. While the commercial wire 
costs a hundred and fifty the film and TV costs over three 
hundred a month. The theatrical breakdowns arrive at the 
apartment around midnight. 

They can be thirty pages long and take several 
hours. So he always arrive late after working late. 

The afternoon messenger run consists of the first few 
commercial breakdowns and the majority of film and 
television roles. The interesting thing about the theatrical 
roles (they come in a booklet of pages) is that you are 
privy to all the plots going on in the film and television 
industry before they happen. 

The apartment in Hollywood is in old Hollywood 
on Franklin Place. Freddy is the Persian landlord. As 
the models come out of Danny’s office across the street, the 
only thing you hear from Freddy, with his feet up on the 
desk and the door open to his ground level office in 
the apartments is, “My god... I would fuck her so bad...” 
Freddy loves to talk. He comes over and asks me for 
grass. He claims he likes to smoke in his backyard when 
his wife isn’t looking but that she would kill him if she 
ever knew. 

Sylvester is in the hospital. A psych ward in 
Montana or somewhere. He is my best friend. 

Sylvester was an ambulance driver in Viet Nam and he 
never fully recovered from the scenes of violence and 
carnage that he experienced during the war. When I got 
into show business he was still in Berkeley. A girl 
moved in across the way from him and started 
masturbating in the window. Sylvester would watch her 



of course. She put a notice on his mailbox for all the 
tenants to see that he was a perverted peeping Tom. 

Sylvester was asked to move out and left. He got to 
Montana or wherever it was and cashed a bad check and 
they put him in a psych ward. I drafted a letter on my 
Agency stationary with the logo and everything that told 
his Doctor that Sylvester was not a psychotic person and 
that Evolve had a job ready and waiting for him if they 
would release him. Sylvester was out a week later. 

Sylvester knew that I was having trouble financially 
with the strike and the Agency. He offered to help me 
by moving in to my apartment and accepting his burden of 
half of the rent. 

I was delighted. He had to do something first. 

He had to return to Berkeley and smoke himself out on 
some good weed and get his head together before he came 
to Los Angeles. He called me from the bus stop in 
Hollywood when he finally arrived. I told him I didn’t 
have a car and it would take less time for him to cab over 
then for me to walk in the evening hours to try and find him. 
Sylvester said he would come over and soon as he stopped 
at a liquor store for some beer and cigarettes. I was in a 
celebratory mood. I knew that Sylvester would 
doubtlessly have the most expellant grass he could find 
from Berkeley and this was going to be a true reunion 
celebration. We hadn’t been together in years. Sylvester 
is the spitting image of James Baldwin, only younger. 

He looks just like him. He must have been Baldwin’s 
doppelganger in the sixties because the two of them are 
exactly alike, except Sylvester is built better and even 
better looking. 

I’m not gay or anything but Sylvester is a good 
looking dude. He made a fine soldier. In fact, he 



was so well built they wanted him for the green beret’s but 
Sylvester understood that meant he would be required to 
kill people in Nam and opted for the ambulance corps. 
Sylvester was determined to go to war and bring the 
peace without taking human life. He was an honorable 
man. 


I took long strips of toilet paper and taped them to 
the front door, making them into streamers and wrote 
“Welcome Home Soldier.” Sylvester finally arrived with 
a knock on the door with tears in his eyes. I asked him 
why he seemed so upset. What happened? 

You don’t understand, he said to me. I have been 
back from the war almost thirty years 
and no one, he emphasized in his deepest voice, NO ONE 
has ever said that to me. Said what? He pointed at the 
streamers. Welcome Home. 



CHAPTER FOUR YOU WANNA SMOKE 
GRASS? 


J.W. is an actor. He comes to the Powerhouse 
around ten after class. He studies at the Stella Adler 
Academy around the corner on Hollywood Blvd. The 
Powerhouse is a small bar in old Hollywood run by Joe 
Powers. Joe can be seen every morning at ten on the 
buttonsweeping the streets in front of his bar. He is an 
Army man. He fought in D Day and that was World War 
2. He says that the American involvement was two things 
in Europe. First, it was the invasion of Europe and 
second, it was the liberation of Paris. What is the 
difference? He says from his place at the bar, wiping 
the counter, pouring me a beer, he says that the Americans 
called it the liberation of France because we got there and 
ended the war. He says the French called it the invasion 
of Europe because after the Americans arrived, all the 
French women wanted were the American soldiers who 
conquered the place and that pissed the garcons off plenty. 

JW Walks in to the bar. He says he likes my shoes. 
I tell him they are a present from my father. He 
wonders more about them. I check the shoes. They are 
leather worked shoes and made in Belgium. He says 
they are rehearsing scenes from Shakespeare’s “A Mid 
Summer Night’s Dream.” I think that is great. 
Shakespeare. A Shakespearean actor. Great. Most of my 
actor’s haven’t studied at all, they just want to get into the 
business, fresh off the bus. I invite him over to the 



office. He asks me if I smoke grass. Sure I do. He 
comes over to the apartment and we smoke some grass. 
He drops by the office later that week and brings me a head 
shot. 


I get him an audition for the Marlborough Man 
poster campaign but he doesn’t have a car and it is too far 
out for him to attend. Pity. 

He shows up at the bar with Desiree Adams. She 
is a waitress with him at the Hamburger 
Hamlet on Hollywood Blvd. I think she is a stunning, but 
moderately shorter version of Kate Moss. Still, she is 
good looking. I don’t like to approach new talent in bars 
though. I ask JW to bring her in to the office, ask her if 
she is interested in the business, etc. He agrees. She has 
never done any work. She visits the office about a week 
later. I give her Bjorn’s phone number. Bjorn is a 
Swedish photographer from my old days at Danny’s. I 
can’t remember, did I give her Bjorn’s number or did 
someone else? Anyway, Bjorn does a good job. She lands 
a toothpaste ad in the middle of the strike where she 
brushes her teeth in a rob in front of a television set, 
blocking her boyfriend’s view. It’s a funny ad, but I only 
heard about it. Never actually saw it myself. Anyway, 
Desiree made something like six grand for the days work. 

I don’t even think the check got recorded in the ledger. 
Evolve got shoved out of its offices so fast it was hard to 
get everything arranged before it happened. 

Chantz Powell is a young black musician. 

Anyway, that’s how I promote him. He is a family 
friend of Christine Jones, my next door neighbor at the 
apartment. Chantz is a trumpet player and he is about 
eleven years old at the time. They are looking for a young 
black man for Burger King. I pick up the phone to call 



the casting director. “Look, I have the next Miles 
Davis.” I tell him. I am good pitching talent. I lay it on 
he line and let him know the strengths of the talent and do 
it in a way that identifies them with the real talent in the 
business. Chantz books the job. Now keep in mind 
that General Powell, probably from the same family, I’m 
guessing, is pretty much in charge at the White House. 

Candy Hussein is a beautiful brunette. She is 
related distantly to Saddam. She is really pretty. I am 
happy to work with her. Now keep in mind, Saddam 
Hussein killed a lot of people and did some really 
incredibly super shitty things on behalf on the strategic 
interests of the United States government in Co-operation 
with the CIA. You would think there would be some 
reciprocity in tenns of looking after his own family in the 
US. That didn’t happen. Weeks go by and Candy 
doesn’t get any offers from the studio. I get to work one 
Monday morning and walk through the courtyard reading 
the LA Times. The column below the headlines reads that 
Saddam is “Looking for a WMD.” A weapon of mass 
destruction. 

I get up to the office. The psychological 
operations team in is the hallway milling about. 

Everyone is interested in Evolve’s next move. We are the 
new agency on the block, carving a niche through the 
business at a rate faster then expected. In fact, the entire 
commercial department at William Morris shut down for 
six months to revamp after we started. 

Before I became an Agent one of my first 
interviews was with William Morris. I met the Head of 
Television at a party and he arranged an interview for me 
with the Human Resources person. Everything was going 
fine and then we started to get friendly. She wanted to 



know if I wanted to tell her anything off the record about 
my experiences in Berkeley. Had I done LSD? Of 
course I did (not that I would recommend it, but it 
happened). Anyway, the Head of TV called and told me 
he was sorry, he did all he could but they wouldn’t see past 
the LSD thing. Funny, they hand it out like candy to you 
in college and then explain to you they can’t work with you. 
Anyway, the Resource lady let a few things slip herself. 

She explained to me how William Morris had first began as 
an Agency in a one room office overlooking New York 
City in the early days of Vaudeville. I guess that’s how I 
got the idea to do it myself. 

I’ve got the door closed in the office with the 
morning paper. I have my orange juice, my scrambled 
eggs, my toast and bacon. Breakfast on the table, ready for 
the castings. Coffee still hot. I punch the paper and start 
mumbling to the guys in the hallway. Saddam isn’t pissed 
about US policy, I’m explaining. He’s pissed because you 
didn’t put Candy in the movies. The whole business, by 
this time, is fueled by cocaine traffic. The schedules of 
the shoots, the movement of the studio selections, 
everything, everything is ramped up on the cocaine trade. 
That’s why I’m failing as an agent. I don’t sell it. Look, 

I have a suggestion about Saddam, I explain. Why don’t 
you offer to sell him a nuclear bomb. Take the shell of an 
old bomb, find the biggest fucking one you can find, then 
fill the motherfucker with drugs. Then he will really 
understand what the fuck is going on around here. The 
psych team has a different brilliant idea. March in one 
two’s. 


General Powell at the White House knows that 
something about all this is bullshit. He spends more than 
an hour with the President. Don’t do this. You don’t 
know what the fuck is going on here. Do not DO THIS. 



Headlines the next morning. General Powell is 
excused. 

The War machine presses on. 

Little Chantz Powell books his second job. A Visa 
campaign for big money. It’s a National Class A campaign. 
I tell all the talent the same thing. Everything. The same 
thing. When you get to the set, they will ask you to sign a 
contract and for the address to send money. 

You must represent us at that time and put our address 
down otherwise I have to chase you down 
for my commission and I don’t have the time to do it. 
Chantz gets to the set and is surrounded by 
a coterie of young advisers. Go ahead, they tell his 
mother Glenda, just put your address down. So now I’m 
fighting with Glenda. Glenda, It old you. We were doing so 
well. Everything is going great. She decides to leave 
me. They pull the ad. Even worse. The Burger King 
spot has a young Chantz Powell pull up in his fur coat 
and limousine through the drive thru and asking for Poke 
Mon cards. The campaign runs. 

I’m at the apartment watching the evening news. 
They have real special news in Los Angeles tonight. 

Some kid walks into the Burger King wielding a knife 
demanding Poke Mon cards. They cancel the campaign. 
Chantz is out of both of his first two jobs. Try to 
understand, that is maybe fifty thousand dollars for two 
days work. 

Annita Matthys is a beautiful Canadian actress. Her 
husband is a nice enough guy. I meet Annita at a 
Casting call over a weekend at the Gower Studios with 
Keith Wolfe. Keith is the publisher of the local Agent’s 



directory available at all the magazine stands. It lists each 
Agency and gives you their addresses, etc. Keith has a 
showcase on the weekends where he introduces new 
talent to agents and he pays the Agents like a hundred cash 
to spend the day with him. It’s worth going. So I go and I 
pick up a few new acts like Annita. Annita gets a direct to 
final callback for Stuart Stone for a shampoo ad. Stuart 
is a good guy and he hasn’t called me once before this. So 
I know that this direct to callback is a real effort on his part. 
A commercial booking happens in a sequence. First the 
talent attends an audition. Then, if they like you. they 
ask you for a callback and sometimes, when they still aren’t 
satisfied, they have a final callback. So this is round 
three and Annita is in the running. Annita is on her way to 
Santa Monica and someone smashes the shit out of car in 
the intersection. She calls me in a panic. Can I 
reschedule. I try. 

It’s impossible. This thing is running right on 
schedule and nobody is opting out. Everyone called is 
going to be there. This is for the real money. I am 
convinced that the car accident, was not such an 
accident. It’s like this you see. Manny, for instance, is a 
fat looking Rikky Ricardo type, gallant, handsome 
Cuban security guard who works the desk downstairs in 
the building. He asks me what I do. I take his picture 
and send him to an audition. Manny gets in his car and 
the gasoline has been siphoned. Welcome to Hollywood. 



CHAPTER FIVE ORDERS BY THE LETTER 


His first job in show business was with the O’Fryan 
RufimanTalent Consultants. The company was run by 
two young entrepreneurs who advertised auditions for 
Hollywood on the local radio stations and each 
weekend, hundreds of young children and there parents 
waited in lines to be seen by the consultants who 
charged them thousands for acting classes and head shots. 
He worked with Jennifer at the front desk and thought she 
was attractive. They were friends outside the office 
and he helped her look for an apartment one weekend and 
went over to her mother’s house in the Valley for dinner. 

One of the the consultants in the office, brother of 
the boss, offered a young Polish girl a free package after 
getting a blow job in the parking lot. Dion was good with 
the ladies. He told them, look, after you do me, you can 
have anything, anything. Whether or not that ever proves 
to be true, I cannot say; I mean, I have never had the 
opportunity to actually conduct interviews of the girl he 
slept with or anything like that, so who know. One day he 
asks me and a sales guy at the company, Ron Wolfe, to 
come over and check out his new apartment over on 
Beverly Drive and Olympic. We park, go inside. It’s 
nice. Dion has a bong. We smoke some grass. Wolfe 



doesn’t like to smoke. He watches. Ecstacy is Wolfe’s 
thing. He’s always in a good mood. 

Dion wants to show us his treasure. He has invited 
one of the clients over for group sex with his friend Jay. 
Only thing is, he is videotaping her without her knowledge 
and she ends up the star of an underground pomo she 
knows nothing about. It weird-ed me out on him, in terms, 
of his approach to business. I don’t know, maybe I am 
being Victorian with my ethics, certainly a great deal of 
twisted shit happens these days in Hollywood that people 
are just dying to accept. Especially a guy like him, whose 
paying Bush at luncheons with contributions and 
organizing the Republican party with raunchy shenanigans 
like that. I guess they all feel like its fun to turn women 
into emotional hostages. I don’t feel that way. Then Dion 
he started dating Jennifer the office girl.. That got him 
upset to the point that he wrote a letter saying that he 
wanted a fifth of their money (Mohammedan law for 
taking your wife). Anyway, the attorney’s called his 
father and told him it was extortion. He laughed. His 
father told him he had talked to the bosses and they 
agreed to meet to “make the peace.” They met at the 
hamburger hamlet on Sunset Blvd. 

The three of them agreed to put the past behind 
them, that however terrible the situation was, they would 
find a way to work together and agreed to never talk about 
the issue again. On the way out, one of them said, “Til just 
put it in the file.” 

So when he decided to start his own Agency, they 
pulled it out of the file cabinet and demanded their 
company continue with “Orders by the letter.” 


It was a tragic scene. When he had interviewed 



for his position as an Agency with the Screen Actor’s 
Guild, the Agency Department assistant director was a 
young aspiring black woman named Jackie Noble. She 
reviewed his resume with interest. She noticed he had 
worked 

with O’Fryan and Ruli man. She explained that the Guild 
had literally thousands of complaints piling up against the 
company and they were detennined to prosecute them for 
fraud. She walked him to the elevator at the end of the 
meeting. She asked him if he wanted to go upstairs 
and meet with the Union attorneys and give a statement 
regarding his work at the Consultant company now facing 
charges. He said he didn’t want to get involved in any 
prosecution, that it was up to the Union. 

During the strike, the Agencies wore two faces. 
Some of the Agencies would send free boxes of water 
bottles to the striking actors who were picketing in the 
sweltering heat and at the same time of expressing their 
support, they were faxing in names to casting directors for 
ad campaigns. The Agencies that continued to submit 
packages to the doors of the casting companies found 
themselves in trouble with the Union when the striking 
actor’s showed up and made a list of companies that were 
still submitting. That is why many Agents decided to 
submit talent by fax. In fact, at one point during the 
strike, the Union maintained a “wall of shame” where 
they were posting 35mm pictures of non union actors on 
the wall of the Union and declared them persona non 
grata and insisted they would never be allowed into the 
Union. Of course, that was patently illegal, but they did 
it anyway. 



CHAPTER SIX CHANGING MY VOICE 


Then of course there is the famous “charges by the 
picture” scenario. In this scenario, I am caught on video 
at the door of my next door neighbor Stevie’s waiting for a 
dime bag of marijuana. They sold this picture all the 
way up the chain of command. Everyone was in an 
uproar over the famous picture and the charges that must 
logically follow for such an expensive purchase. The 
whole thing was a ruse for the consultants who were 
packaging pictures for new talent and charging them 
thousands of dollars for the effort. 

Ian Loren is a young black actor. When I first met 
him at the Powerhouse bar he was asking for spare 
change, dollar bills, anything I could spare. He looked a 
lot like Chris Rock. Anyway, I asked him to come visit 
me at the office. Ian was homeless then, living in the back 
of the Cinerama dome with another friend and playing the 
fool on the streets of Hollywood Boulevard. I can’t 
imagine what it was like for him that first day coming up to 
the 27th floor of Evolve and being introduced to show 
business. I had a digital camera and snapped a photo. I 
put it through the computer, printed a few copies and sent 
it out for auditions. Within two days he was on call for 
auditions. This must have infuriated the consultants and 
portfolio packagers because the job they were doing for 
thousands could now be done for nothing. They needed to 
establish a foundation for the charges for the pictures and 
promoting the idea that I was up on some for marijuana 



use was the perfect ploy. In the end, it bankrupted the 
company and I sued them in Superior Court. The only 
trouble was, their company had been raided and disbanded 
and they were hard to find. I dropped off the complaint at 
a photo studio where one of them had gone to work and I 
argued in front of Judge Victor Person in 2003 that he 
should view service of process constructively, that one 
guy new the other and etc etc. Judge Person denied the 
argument and explained to me that he would give me 
more time to serve them and that it would cost me a 
sanction of $350 or so to continue the complaint. I asked 
for a waiver. I thought I was being particularly bright, 
the waiver thing, you know it wasn’t, Judge Person denied 
the request and 

said I had to pay. I walked out of Court to him saying “I 
wish you luck...” He told me he thought the complaint 
was a narrative. I sued the consultants and their insurance 
carrier claiming that the allegations that I was in the 
mafia and stalking their secretary were unfounded and hurt 
my reputation in the business. I explained in the second 
amended complaint that my family was going to lose 
their home if the Court didn’t make them pay. The 
powers behind the scenes said that was ridiculous and 
would never happen. Two years later the house was being 
sold after more than thirty years there. 

I’m jumping ahead. Let me go back to the 
beginning again. Mike Merrins is a young talented actor 
who insists he is the reincarnation of James Dean. There 
is a story that Mike even found an old scrap book of Pier 
Angeli in his basement or something like that and the 
pictures of Dean reminded him of himself Anyway, 
Mike is very talented and we met one night at the Milk 
Bar which was this crazy club in Beverly Hills. We drank 
together a lot in those days and when I finally became my 
own Agent I called him in. He did a voice over for a car 



company and earned about seven grand for a week of 
work. It helped him pay for his sportscar. Anyway, 
Mike’s father was the club golf pro at Bel Air Country 
Club and after Mike got his first big job, his father got to 
work and found a pink slip on his desk. He had been 
removed from the Board of Directors of the Country Club 
after more than twenty years for unknown reasons. I 
knew the answer. It was show business. 

S.J was convinced of Ufo. He was the bartender at 
the Powerhouse. We talked a great deal at night and I 
didn’t drink much. S J had a friend Bobby Sue at the bar 
and she got good weed from Texas. Texas actually 
produces some pretty good shit, truth be told. I would go 
in and have one or two Old Milwaukee’s and that was 
that. They had good tunes on the jukebox. 

Mike Andolini is a young Italian singer and he 
came in one night and he was singing along to a Frank 
Sinatra song and I asked him to come to the Agency. He 
booked a job for Hotjobs.com that was scheduled to run 
on the super bowl. 

The Superbowl ads are the biggest in the business, 
also the most expensive. Mike shot the ad downtown 
and it was a game show scene where he is giving away a 
red sportscar and he is the host of the show. Mike is all 
set at the Powerhouse with his friends to watch the ad debut 
during the middle of the Superbowl and the announcer 
comes on and explains “all the .com ads have been cut 
today.” It was the beginning of the com bubble 
explosion where many young companies in Silicon 
Valley went bankrupt. 

Angelyne is the billboard queen of Hollywood. She 
is known for her provocative billboards all over town 



where she is dressed in pink with her boobs hanging all 
over the place. I ran into her at the bar at the Roosevelt 
hotel and she pulled up her pink corvette and we drove 
off to the Bel Air hotel and spent an hour together doing 
unknowable things after she paid the hotel maid twenty 
dollars for the room. She claimed to be an alien from 
outer-space and I believed her. She said she was an 
orphan from Idaho and that the song “Angie” by the 
Rolling Stones is about her. That is probably true. 

Girls have this thing about dropping me off in the 
middle of freeways. Angie did it to me once and Irene 
almost did it to me but i begged her to keep going and she 
dropped me off in front of NBC studios in Burbank after a 
New Years eve night together that went awry. I was still 
living in Beverly Hills at the house and I went down the 
street to the Hilton Hotel bar and she was at the bar 
wearing a black sweater that said in gold letters MOSCOW 
and shit, how did I know she was a Russian hooker? I 
mean, I am stupid about these things. I took her number 
and invited her for New Years and she picked me up to 
go to Scotty and Ezra’s party downtown and I swear to God, 
I could not find it. Irene was furious and got on the 
freeway and just started to drive. Where we going? 

Don’t ask. She drops me off in the Valley. 

I stumble down the streets of downtown Burbank 
and find a cheap motel. I stay the night and call Scotty at 
his house in the morning. He is not home yet. His 
Mother answers. Scotty lives in the Valley close to the 
motel. I tell her I am stuck. She comes and picks me up 
and drives me home. Scotty finds out. He’s mad at me. 
My Mother picked you up at a Motel and drove you home? 
Yeah Scotty, what the fuck... who else was going to do it... 
you? 

A week later I call Irene. I tell her I’m sorry about 



the whole thing. It’s all my fault. She laughs, yes it is. 

She picks me up and we go to her place and take a nap on 
the floor. She has no bed. The life of a Russian hooker 
in Los Angeles is low man, I tell you, low. 

My third year of College was 1986 and I dated 
Kimberly as I said before. She was smoking a 
Marlborough light cigarette in the lobby of the Hotel 
Durant and I sat next to her and fell hard. The next day 
I saw her radiant in the sunshine in the afternoon sitting on 
the steps of Sproul Hall and we decided to have a dinner 
date. I took her to Jeremiah Tower’s Stars restaurant in 
San Francisco. I was living on the North Side of Berkeley 
at the time in the Wide White Pad. We called it that 
because everything was white in the place. It had 
hardwood floors and a skylight and a window with a view 
of the San Francisco bay. 

Kimberly picked me up for dinner because I didn’t 
have a car. She was mad at me. She said she had tried to 
call but there was another guy with my name in Berkeley 
and got the wrong number. Finally she reached me. 

Kim did funny things. One night she took a cab over to 
the apartment and dressed in a robe with no clothes 
underneath. She shows up at the door dressed like that. 

I say for Chris-sakes Kim the cabbie could have raped you. 

The white white pad had a hot tub in the backyard 
that sat underneath an enormous evergreen tree, It was a 
beautiful scene. Kim left me for a guy she had dated just 
before we started to go out. He called her and casually 
explained that if she didn’t come back, he was going 
to slice his wrists and bleed himself out. She thought that 
was so romantic. It really crushed me. In those days 
when I was first exploring love I got really emotional about 
it. 



I will never forget the night I came out of 
Yokohama Station after eating a cheap Japanese dinner and 
stood in front of the Bar and she entered with an entourage 
of people from the firat house with her new old boyfriend. 
I was fuckin devastated. I went home miserable. 

Liora was from another planet. I mean, she was 
simply the most beautiful woman I had ever laid eyes on. 

I was walking through the campus and Pete McConnell was 
playing guitar and I stopped to listen to Peter when I 
saw her across the courtyard. I introduced myself and 
asked her if she wanted to come over for lunch. She 
was a brunette. Gorgeous. Stunning incredible. I think we 
had tuna fish or something like that. 

Liora came over the next night and we studied 
together. She went into the bathroom and came out in a 
nightgown and she looked like something out of a 
museum painting. She was absolutely perfectly beautiful. 
She asks me for a pillow and sleeps on the floor. I 
couldn’t believe it. Not even a single kiss. Just friends. 
She ran off with a French guy named Pere and I met him 
once. He was quiet, subdued, friendly. He knew I 
wanted her and that was that. 

When we both got back to Los Angeles she picked 
me up and we went to her house in the Valley. Her 
parents weren’t home and she showed me around the place 
and we went to the mall for lunch. It was strange. She 
had gone prematurely grey. 

During the course of my first lawsuit, Liora was 
working for the United Jewish Federation in New York 
City. She died in a freak accident in Central Park when a 
rollerblader collided into her and she suffered massive 



brain trauma and died in the hospital. I did not leam 
about it until many years later when I tried to look her up 
online. The only thing I can say is that Liora probably 
knew the truth about me, that I was not the kind of person 
they claimed I was, and that accident might not have been 
one. It is hard to say. 

Robert Marcucci was called fatso in the fourth 
grade. He was the new kid in town and my friend Paul 
made me order Robert like a dozen pizzas from pizza 
places all over town and send them over to Robert’s 
house when he joined us in elementary school. I hadn’t 
talked to Robert since high school. They did a movie 
about Robert’s father called “The Idol Maker.” His dad 
had discovered Frankie Avalon and Fabian. Then one day 
I am sitting in my office and I get a package of photos 
and the envelope reads “Robert Marcucci Management.” I 
call Robert immediately and he picks up the phone. 
Typically and agent and manager work hand in hand in 
Hollywood to bring new talent to the stage. The manager 
gets fifteen percent and the agent gets ten. I say man, 
it’s been a long time. This is great. After all these years, 
we are finally going to get a chance to work together. 

A week later Robert is dead. He tried to cop some 
dope near La Brea and Pico and got his head bashed in 
with a cinder block by a bunch of juveniles who took his 
money and left him on the pavement to bleed to death. I 
remember hearing the news and sitting at my desk 
incredulous. I must have sat there a long time. I fell 
asleep on the floor and stood up in the middle of the night. 
I walked nearly eight miles from KTown to Beverly Hills 
and stumbled through the streets in the darkness of the 
evening in a complete shock. Marcucci was the Italian 
line. I needed the Italian line. The partnership was 
going to be good for both of us. I had no doubt in my 



mind that’s why he died. The police labeled it a drug 
related homicide by I knew there was more to it. There 
was show business money involved. 

Robin Banks is a D.J for the local radio station. 

He lives upstairs. He’s my neighbor in the apartment. 
When my eyeglasses break, Robin is there to solder them 
into place. He’s very British. He’s funny. We smoke 
dope together all the time. He tells me about how fucked 
up the radio business. The old days you had control 
over the board, played whatever you wanted. Now 
everything is on rotation and there is a schedule you follow 
and you just pull tapes from the wall and plug them in. 

It’s probably a great deal more sophisticated now. 

He tells me about Scientology. The Scientologists 
live around the comer in huge apartments and one guy 
has just moved in next door to me in the apartment building. 
Then they got to drill a whole through my wall to install his 
cable. Robin warns me about them. He says they 
promise you the moon. They tell you that if you join them, 
you will get jobs in Hollywood. 

I don’t really understand what he’s talking about. 

I remember walking down Hollywood Blvd one Sunday 
afternoon and looking down the Boulevard and thinking, 
maybe it’s a good thing to have a Church that digs show 
business, maybe they can establish equitable hiring 
principles when others intend to hoard the division of labor. 

I think their progress in that direction is yet to be seen, but 
who knows, it could happen any-day, right? 

It’s all going to shit at this time. I don’t remember 
the date exactly. When I was a young aspiring banker 
working for Cantor Fitzgerald in the bond trading 
department, they asked me to go to Atlanta to see the 



town and report back whether they thought the 
development in Atlanta was a good idea. Coincidentally, 
I was on my way to Atlanta when my old friend Greg 
called from Berkeley and told me there was a march in 
Cummings Georgia for Coretta Scott king and Gregg and a 
few girls were going to be there. So we decided to meet 
and attend the rally. 

On the plane I rode next to Irv Ruben and he 
introduced himself as the head of the Jewish 
Defense league in California. I remember Irv as being a 
very quiet and nice man so I decide to phone him. I say 
listed Irv, I’m having a lot of trouble with my little talent 
agency here and I need a good community organizer to 
come in here and tell me what I need to do and who I need 
to meet to get this thing kick started. He says tell me a 
little bit about yourself. I explain that my father is a 
bandleader in Hollywood, that he wrote Charlie’s Angels, 
Barney Miller, etc, etc. Irv says he would love to meet me 
and agrees to come over to the office for pizza the 
following week. I mark the time and date on my 
calendar. I’m genuinely excited. Maybe he can help. 
About three days go by and Irv is in the papers. He is 
framed on a conspiracy charge. Something about being 
implicated in a plot to blow up a Muslim mosque. They 
take him to the police station, cut his throat and dump him 
off the stairway of the police station. 

I can’t say the entire agenting experience was bad. 

I guess that when you deal with thousands of people a 
year, tragedies are part of the scenario and you have to 
accept them. Agenting can be fun at times. First, you set 
your appointments and if you want, you can see a dozen 
people a day. They hang out in your office while you put 
packages together and the tell you about their lives, their 
dreams, what they hope to accomplish in the business. 



You hope hey make it. That’s all you can do. 


Sullivan is an attorney who works down the hall. 
Everyone on the floor is a clown of one sort of another 
accept Mike Kim and he’s sincere to the point of being 
funny. Sullivan comes in and I don’t really trust the 
whole situation. I mean this is Korea town and I thought I 
was the only white guy in town. What the fuck is he doing 
here? Sullivan says he is working on a production with 
some people. He needs a girl to do a small piece in a 
corporate video they are going to show at a convention. I 
show him some pictures. Normally, I would not do 
business with anyone that isn’t working on the wire system, 
but he’s a neighbor on the floor and he’s dripping with 
sincerity, etc. So he hires Tiffany Paige. Tiffany is an 
Audrey Hepburn type and she’s cute and funny and I met 
her on her way into the Ivan Markota acting seminar. 
Anyway, Tiffany complains about the assignment. What 
is the problem? 

Well, she explains, they put her in a sound booth for 
voice over work and then they press the button to record 
sound and they start quizzing her about me. Does she like 
her agent? She’s really fucking pissed about it. I tell her 
to relax, they are just a bunch of fuckin clowns. Anyway, 
that is pretty much standard operating procedure when you 
are a new agent and you send actors to casting calls. 
Casting directors are finicky about who they work with and 
they need to know they can trust the people they are 
working with behind the scenes for the actors. Casting 
directors will ask them, oh you are with Evolve, how are 
those people over there? I get good reviews. I treat the 
clients politely. I try not to get too mixed up in their 
affairs. Being a Hollywood Agent is pretty much the death 
nail to your dating career. I mean some people have a 
good time and get married and get them pregnant, etc. I 



have a problem with the whole scene because, from the 
get go, you are dealing with a person who wants and 
expects something from you. So it’s hard to think that 
love can be a part of the picture. Of course there is the 
famous Hollywood relationship between Norma Shearer 
and Irving Thalberg. Then of course, the only thing that 
happened after that was 
World War 2. 

In the morning I go to Trimana. It’s the restaurant 
on the bottom floor of the building. They have a great 
buffet. I get my eggs and bacon and toast and coffee. 

It’s pleasant. I bring the food up in a take out carton and eat 
at my desk. In the afternoons on Sunday I go to the 
fanner’s market in Hollywood and get fresh oranges. I 
put an orange juice squeezer in the kitchen across the hall 
from the office and I freshly squeeze it in the morning and 
get my breakfast ready and listen to the voice mails. 
Because the theatrical breakdowns come so late at night, I 
usually don’t get into the office until ten or eleven. It pisses 
Sheila off. Sheila Manning is the biggest casting director 
in town and she’s at her desk at nine a.m sharp. She puts 
out calls for the afternoon casting sessions early in the 
morning and you get messages like “Have Angela in at two 
for a car ad.” Then I have to inevitably scramble and get 
Angela on the phone quick and get her to the call. Sheila 
is really the only one who plays like that. Most of the 
other casting directors spend the morning looking at the 
thousands of pictures they need to review for the next day 
castings and calls start to come in for casting around two or 
three in the afternoon. That gives me time to put 
morning packages together and review pictures of new 
client submission. 

Everyday, when you are an Agent, you could 
receive as many as thirty new pictures in the mail from 



young aspiring talent who write you letters about how they 
need an agent and will you see them. You select the 
ones you think you can help and set your appointments. I 
try to tell everyone the same thing. Just come in after one 
o clock. What time exactly, exactly, they wonder? 
Anytime after one. Anytime just as long as it is after my 
lunch. 


I like to buy flowers from the flower shop in the 
morning. As I said, Hollywood is a deeply sick and 
twisted place. I buy star-gazers sometimes. Other times 
it’s irises or lilies, daffodils on occasion and tulips when I 
can afford them. Star-gazers give the room a wonderful 
aroma. The only thing I get from the outside is “It stinks 
in there.” 

The flower shop is a nice place. I love to look 
around. The next stop is the lobby and the security desk. 
Manny is never there in the mornings but he is always 
there at night. Manny is a Cuban refugee. He has a 
scrap book of Cuba. He put the old Cuban money on 
pages and kept them like pictures. He’s proud of old 
Cuba. We don’t talk to much about Castro. I don’t want 
to upset him. Manny is former Cuban military and we 
don’t discuss the politics of the situation much. Manny 
likes to listen to Spanish love songs on the radio and in the 
evening I have to go down and leave the packages for the 
delivery guys to pick up at seven thirty. Then the delivery 
guys tell me they can no longer pick up the packages at 
night, They tell me it is simply too far out of their way to 
make the journey. It’s no problem. The messenger service 
is a block away from the train station where I exit in 
Hollywood. I take the train from Vermont and Wilshire to 
Hollywood and Vine. They have an office above Gil’s and 
they are sorting through hundreds of parcels whenever I 
arrive. They are all Rastafarian with dread locks. It’s a 



funny group. 


Gil is a fonner Swedish fashion photographer who 
became a Hollywood Talent manager. He drinks in the 
Powerhouse at night and we are friendly. When I first met 
Gil he had a small office in the building where Ivan 
Markota teaches on the comer of La Brea and Hollywood 
Blvd. Gil lives in his office. He has a small refrigerator 
and a couch and god only knows where he keeps his 
clothes. I don’t remember there being a closet but there 
must have been one. Gil is damn near seventy. He puts an 
ad in the classified of the LA Weekly looking for new 
talent and charges a couple of hundred bucks to put them in 
business. 

Anyway I go to visit Gil at his new office near Vine 
when I realize he is in the same building as the messengers. 
Gil is now old and dying. He can barely get off the couch. 
Gil shows me some hilarious video tapes. Gil had a good 
understanding of the business. He told me that in the old 
days they would circle the bus stations and scout talent as 
they were arriving. They came from everywhere. Ohio, 
Texas, Iowa, Nebraska. All the pretty girls left town and 
came to Hollywood and arrived not knowing anyone. Gil 
was there to turn it into a business. 

Gil had video tapes of his interviews with clients. 
They were hilarious. He must have had twelve hours of 
tapes. One interview after another. Why do you want to 
be in show business? Do you think you can act? Why 
do you think you can act? Gil is brutally honest in the 
interviews. He lets them know. I don’t think you can 
make it. What do you think about that? This is a rough 
business. What makes you think you can handle it? 

Like I said, Gil is on his last legs. He’s going to 



die any-day. He’s got a Polaroid land camera on his desk 
that he uses to take pictures of new clients. He’s got their 
pictures on the walls and above his desk. I pick up the 
camera and say “Gil, I want to take a picture of you.” 

He says, “Of me... kid you want one of me...?” I say yes, 
I do. 


He laughs. He sits up on the couch and mumbles, 
let me get to my desk at least. He props himself up properly 
and perfectly with a smile at his desk, holding the pencil in 
his hand with the tip pressing against the table. I take the 
shot and wait for the film to develop. There is Gil, the old 
man of the Hollywood sea, looking rather dapper. 

This is a great shot, Gil, I tell him. Let me see it, 
Gil demands. I show him the picture. He laughs. I say 
Gil, I’m gonna go now. It was nice to see you. Gil says 
goodbye, hey kid, wait a minute. I say, yeah, what? He 
motions with his hands. Give me the picture. What are 
you talking about Gil? It’s a good shot. I want 
something to remember you by. No, he says. I don’t want 
them to see me this way. 


I give him the picture back. 



CHAPTER SEVEN 


T.S. Elliott 


I don’t know if I was in love or loved the idea of 
being in love. Tanya was a lesbian. A fierce and 
beautiful lesbian. We met at Danny’s office. One 
afternoon I was sorting through pictures at the long table 
in the work room and she shows up. I am dressed in jeans 
and a t shirt. She sits next to, dressed exactly the same. 
It’s a strange fit. She is a dark skinned Latina. Tanya 
Sanchez. She is beautiful. Elegant. Funny. 

Everyone is making such a big fucking deal because 
I smoke grass. I don’t know what it is. One afternoon, 
after Danny has fired me for the millionth time, I get a call 
from Tanya. 

“Hi Johnny.” 

“Tanya? How did you get my number?” 

“Danny gave it to me.” 

“Oh yeah?” 

“Hey Johnny.... you got any grass....” 

I start to laugh. I say Tanya, you are a Latin girl. 

IF there is one thing I am sure of, is that you probably 
score better grass then I do. She laughs. “Yeah Johnny... 
but I’ve heard so much about yours.... I want to see what 
the big deal is.” 



“It’s no big deal.” I tell her. 


“Well, why don’t you roll one up and come over to 
my place. I just want to make sure of that.” she says. 

Tanya lives around the corner from me in 
Hollywood. The walk to her place is about three blocks. 
She lives right past the Methodist Church on the corner of 
Hillcrest Road and Bonita Terrace. Her window 
overlooks a small park and her place is lovely. She is in 
love with Audrey Hepburn and the character of Holly 
Go-lightly. She is Holly Go-lightly. She has two posters 
on her wall. Audrey and my cousin Gina Gershon. When 
she finds out that I am related to Gina she threatens to sleep 
with me to meet her. I tell her that isn’t necessary that I 
will introduce her. She also loves Farrah Fawcett. She 
talks endlessly about Farrah. Her room is channing and 
beautiful. She has a Roman column as decor and a small 
table and chair. She has dozens of Chianti bottles 
hanging from the ceiling of the kitchen. She buzzes me 
up that first time and tells me to make myself 
comfortable. She emerges from the bathroom and she is 
wet from the shower in a robe and I lean forward to kiss her 
hello. I want her right then. All I can think of is some 
contrived sense of my professional responsibility to the 
Agency and to this day I kick myself about that first 
moment. We spend months together. I sleep on her 
floor. She does cocaine at night and stays up looking out 
the window convinced the police are after her. Tanya 
took me all over town. She loved to shop for sunglasses. 
We went to a store on Robertson and I swear she would 
spend frigging hours in there. She took me to Norwalk 
where her grand parents lived and introduced me. I took 
her to meet my parents and Tanya complained she had 
cramps and my Mom offered to take her upstairs and give 



her some pills but Tanya refused. We went for fried 
chicken and shopped for Anny clothes at Supply Sargent. 
One time Tanya got an audition call for a cable television 
promotion It was at Monkey Brothers casting. 

We are sitting next to each other on the benches and Tanya 
says to me, “Johnny, come closer, sit right next to me, 
pretend we are married.” Tanya got the job. 

Sasha is a dancer at Crazy Girls. I am in love with 
Sasha for years. One morning I wake up at Tanya’s and 
the phone rings and the message machine clicks and you 
hear “Tanya, this is Sasha., how is it going? Call me?” 

I sit up on the floor. You know Sasha? God is she 
hot or what? She is totally hot Johnny. You have good 
taste. Did you... you know... with Sasha? Not yet 
Johnny... but I am working on it. 

Danny invites everyone out for the new Year and 
there is a dance at the hotel. I will never forget it. She 
is dancing on the floor in a black dress and she comes to 
the side of the dance and I am standing behind her. I take 
both of her shoulders in my hands and whisper into her ears, 
“I want you to be a strong woman this year.” But Tanya 
was not strong. The cocaine drove her into something I 
could not understand. She spend some time at a Malibu 
retreat and came out of it quickly. She got back together 
with her old girlfriend Carrie Hamilton and evidently 
Carrie found her doing more drugs and kicked her out of 
her apartment. Tanya had no where to go. She hung 
herself. 


Reg Jones is Danny’s booker. She books the 
auditions. She calls me after the funeral to tell me that 
Tanya has died.. I guess they didn’t want me there. They 
probably figured I would go ape shit on everyone. I had 



tried to call her that week, but I didn’t want to be a pest. 

So I called one time and let it go that she didn’t call me 
back. I should have been the pest. I kept thinking, damn 
it, I don’t have money for a ring. Who cares if we never 
sleep together? I just love being with her. Somewhere 
down the line she is bound to introduce me to someone 
who will, right? 

She takes me over to meet her old girlfriend Linda. 
Linda is mad at Tanya. She’s had it with Tanya’s b.s., 
i.e. needing money, etc. She doesn’t want to see Tanya 
anymore, especially the doing drugs part. Linda is 
professional, smart, courteous, together, everything that 
Tanya isn’t. 

I’m waiting in Linda’s room for her to finish 
scolding Tanya. I look up at Linda. Yep, just as I 
figured, shit. She’s beautiful. 

One afternoon I get to Tanya’s and she’s out front at 
the car talking to someone. 

“Johnny, I want to introduce you to my best friend 
in the world. ..Alma...” Tanya says to me. Alma turns 
around and smiles. That’s it Johnny, that’s all you get. 
Tanya knows already. She’s moving at top speed for the 
front door and she’s yelling.. "come on Johnny.. .let’s go....” 
We’re on our way upstairs and I’m still thinking.... that girl 
is unfucking believable. 

Tanya’s cousin Roland dates Danny. Danny FYI is 
gay. Very gay. He cross dresses, etc. He’s a total freak. 
It’s perfect for Hollywood. If you aren’t gay in 
Hollywood, your life is a complete disaster. If you are 
gay in Hollywood, you can interview a young prospect, 
bend him over the desk, fuck him left right and center, 



come all over the fucking place and no one will ever tell 
anyone anything other than how wonderful it was, and if 
they do have something stupid to say about it, they will end 
up working in a fish canary in Alaska for the rest of their 
god forsaken lives. If you are straight and so much as 
look at a girl the right way, you are a fucking social 
disaster. I arrive at the bar at Danny’s birthday. Mr. 
Swanson looks at me with a scowl. 

“God not one of those in here.” he says, 

“One of what?” I wonder. 

“A breeder.” he says to me. 

“What’s that?” ask him. 

“You know... a breeder. You breed. Have 
kids....” 


The party is fun. Tracy Lords shows up and I snap 
a very funny picture of her and Danny. We leave to Chris 
Ciccone’s house and smoke some grass and Chris is nice, 
polite, a set designer for his sister, Madonna. He has a 
wonderful place in Hancock park. 

Danny and I love each other as friends. No matter 
what we are always friends. He loves to fuck with me 
sometimes. He calls me up. 

“Here... talk to Tracy..” he puts Tracy on. 

“Who is this..?” she asks. 


“It’s Johnny.” I say. 



“What do you do Johnny?” 

“I work for Danny.” I say. 

“Oh yeah. What are you doing right now?” Tracy 
asks me. 

“I’m doing my laundry.” I tell her. 

“Tell me Johnny. Is it really, really dirty.” 



CHAPTER EIGHT DON ’ T EVEN CRY IN THIS 

GAME 


Alex Dizon is Chris McMillan’s gay friend. He’s 
funny, Asian, from Hong Kong. He has opium. We 
put it in some grass. I feel really good. We go to a club. 
I meet up with one of my old high school buddies. We 
pick up this blonde Cuban girl and go to a hotel and sleep 
with her. We both have sex. The opium is slowly 
wearing off. We find out she’s a boy. Shit. At least I 
was too stoned to notice, right? 

I spend my nights on Hollywood Boulevard. 
Always the same routine. First there is the late night 
walk through the cemented footprints of Graumann’s 
Chinese theater and then there is the final salute tribute to 
the star of Irving Thalberg. The night isn’t complete 
without the sight 

of Thalberg in front of the Hollywood Roosevelt Hotel. I 
go to the bar sometimes. JW is working there at nights 
now. Desiree is still waiting at the Hamlet. She makes 
me salads and chocolate shakes. I like Dez. She 
brings her boyfriend over to the office and he gives me this 
fifteen minute lecture about how good Dez in... this and 
that... I’m intrigued. I laugh nervously at his candor. 

The work is piling up. Everyday a new agency is 
dropping out of the race. They are all getting intimidated 
by the strike. 


Cowboy is an old black dancer. He once did a 
stint on the Keenan Ivory Wayans show. He dances in front 



of the Wax Museum on Hollywood Blvd. I ask him to 
come by the office and he drops off some publicity photos. 
They call Cowboy in for a Credit Card ad and the day 
before the audition he gets his leg broken in a fight. 
Cowboy claims he taught Michael Jackson the moon 
walk one night in front of the Apollo theater in New York 
City. He claims he invented the moon walk. Cowboy 
is nearly seventy. He stops by the office every once in a 
while to check in. 

Mary is funny. She is almost eighty. She brings 
me flowers once a week and recites old 
denture ads and sings “Happy Birthday Mr. President” to 
me like Marilyn Monroe. She peps me 
up. Johnny you are the best agent I ever had, No one 
sends me out like you do Johnny. She says to me, 
Johnny, when they ask you about drugs, tell them you’ve 
had enough. 

Theresa is the lady who cleans my office. We sit 
in the kitchen and talk about going into 
the cocaine business together, I am only joking. She 
isn’t. I take a photo of her wheeling the garbage can 
down the hall with the broom and mop. They promote her 
to office manager. 

Sometimes I come in to do filing on weekends. 

It’s brutal work. There is no air conditioning whatsoever 
and the air is stale, stagnant, dry. It;s a hopeless situation 
and some of the other people who hold offices on the 
floor are there too. Joe is an accountant. He is always 
there. I go downstairs every once in a while to smoke a 
cigarette and across the street is the seven eleven store. 

I get hot dogs and chips, soda and smokes. Always the 
same thing. 



It’s funny how you always remember a song at 
particular moments. For instance, I will never 
forget working late at the office one night and about eleven 
o’clock I slipped out the back door of the building to go 
to the seven eleven for some food and the security guard 
had the door opened already and the radio was playing on 
the floor of the lobby “Road to Shambala.” It was almost 
mystical, because I knew that it was almost over there. 

I remember when my father came to visit me in the 
office the one and only time he did so. It was an early 
morning drive from the house and I asked him to finally 
come up and see the place. He was wearing his addidas 
sweat suit and he sat in my chair and I took a guest chair. 

I asked him what he thought of the place and first things 
first, he told me, was that I would have to be prepared to 
move out. I asked him why he felt that way and he told me 
that it was going to be a downward spiral, that I would be 
strapped financially continually and that the office was too 
expensive and I needed a place farther downtown for less 
money. 


Jorlyn ran the front desk. She was a bright young 
and competent Latin girl who was fast paced on the 
phones and handled them perfectly. She never missed a 
beat. You have to remember that the office was a 
shared floor and the secretary at the front desk handled 
calls for everyone so there was a lot of work to be done. 

I took the time to complement Jorlyn on how good she was 
at the desk and several days later she had been hired away. 
The people came and went. Jennifer the office manager 
left quickly for a new job in the fashion district and could 
not tell me what company she was going to, that it was 
confidential. 


Mr. Kim ran the office now. He looked like an 



Asian Peter Falk out of a Colombo episode. I asked him 
if I could take his picture, as I had Manny and send him out 
for calls but Mr. Kim did not want to go. I laughed and 
told him I would make him a famous Asian detective in 
the movies. I was on my way back to the office and Mr. 
Kim stopped me and said “You know, it’s funny, when I 
first got to this town, I wanted to be an actor.” 

The office was a multi media environment. For a 
one office operation I had more facility 

in the place then probably anywhere in town. I had a 
television to watch the news, a stereo and cd player for 
music, a fax machine underneath the table that held them, a 
laptop for the client database connected to a printer 
underneath the glass table, an auxiliary disk drive on the 
left, a scanner on the right and a digital camera in the 
center. The photos were filed on shelves in crate 
boxes with pendaflex files alphabetically and I could pull a 
picture and make a call in under thirty seconds. The 
more I organized, the more people accused me of being 
crazy and is organized. Hollywood is a war of perception. 
What did Jerry McGuire say. agenting is a “pride 
swallowing siege.” It’s funny because my first job as a 
legal assistant I spent many times on the phone with sports 
agent Leigh Steinberg when he was doing deals for the 
Dodgers and I understand after being one of the most 
successful agents in town, he went bankrupt from 
gambling. 

In 1986 I embarked on writing the great American 
novel. I titled it the “Great Amusement Park.” It 
was a collage of mind bending facets of life that spiraled 
around the fictional character of advertising executive Joe 
Brodsky who begins to hallucinate and flashback to Viet 
Nam in the course of his meetings as an ad man in New 



York City. I submitted the script to the then infamous 
Creative Artist’s Agency and was told it was not 
publishable. I continued to 
submit random poetry and stories for years. 

In fact, agent Ted Miller, who was a family friend, 
came to deliver the news in person during a holiday dinner. 

“I have good news and bad news.” Ted explained. 

“Tell me” 

“The bad news is the agency doesn’t like your work. 
The good news is they are going to create a show based 
on your life story and call it the Single Guy.” 

Ted looked around the table and my father shrugged 
his shoulders. 

“Get ready to sue everybody.” my father said. 

It’s funny to me when people talk about the sex and 
drugs involved with the Hollywood talent agent lifestyle. 
Everyone points to the girls and makes this and that out of 
judgment. The reason why it is so funny to me is that isn’t 
why I became an agent. The real reason was because I 
couldn’t get my own art published and well represented and 
I thought that if I started my own company I would have 
more ability to represent my own work. The only trouble 
with that theory was that there was so much work to be 
done for everyone else, I never truly had the time to 
market my own scripts and music. 

In fact, the character in the movie the Player about 
the screenwriter who starts to fax “I’m going to kill you” to 
the agency after they refuse his work is based largely on the 



shit I pulled over at CAA. The fact that I couldn’t even 
get in the room with a publisher drove me batshit 
crazy about the way work was being handled at the agency 
and I decided to start my own because I thought I could 
gain control over my own career first. 

The strike went on interminably. I remember one 
afternoon there was a knock on my door at the office and 
I open it up and what do I see but nearly a dozen people 
from the Union dressed in their “Advertisers are greedy” t 
shirts and they demand to talk to me. There was a 
conference room down the hall with a window view of the 
city and I invited everyone in to make 
themselves comfortable. So there I am sitting at a table 
that looks like the Joint Chiefs of Staff with the entire room 
filled with people and they start the conversation pointing 
to the fact that I am one of only a few agencies left in the 
business till conducting auditions despite the warnings 
to stay out of the market. I gather my wits and explain my 
position to them. Look, I tell them, IATSE and the 
other Unions aren’t behind the Guild, so the production is 
still continuing. My position, as I explained it to them was 
that State law obligates the agent to extend every offer 
of work made available to them on a timely basis. So I 
intended to continue to do that. They told me I was going 
to get in a lot of trouble if I messed with them. I 
remember my father’s warning to me when I first started 
in the business. He said that if I went under financially, it 
was probably going to be the work of the Union. In fact, 
I was told after the strike ended that there was pressure 
from the attorneys to actually put me on trial at the Union 
and take away my franchise. The funny thing about that 
was Joan Meyer, the director of the Agency department 
decided to resign her position after twenty or more years 
there because she knew it was complete bullshit and she 
had interviewed me herself and knew I was on the level as 



an Agent in the business. She also knew that there was 
strife involved with my old companies and that they were 
probably playing for angles. Anyway, I was told later that 
when the advertisers and Producers finally did manage to 
hammer out an agreement, included in that was a proviso 
that Evolve was blacklisted for participating in the strike 
so long and we didn’t work after it ended. I will never 
forget the January of 2003 before it all came to a 
screeching halt. I went to pick up the mail in the 
postbox down the hall and there was plenty of it. I was 
walking back to my office and checking the envelopes. 

We were finally cooking at Evolve. There was check 
after check in the mail. I deposited more than $20,000 
that week and I remember thinking that day was the 
beginning of the rest of my life. That for the first time in 
the history of my life, I was achieving self sufficiency. 

My earnings were over my expenses and I was finally 
headed into the black. The next morning I received an 
eviction notice. They were throwing me out of the 
building. 

I knew this was going to crush me. A change of 
address in the middle of these casting sessions was going to 
send a signal to the casting directors. Casting directors 
work with advertising agencies that handle billions and 
billions of dollars in accounts and they want to know 
exactly where the money is going. Changing phone 
numbers, stationery, all of that b.s. was going to have a 
critical effect on the business. Besides, it was a surprise 
attack and I had no plans to get anywhere soon enough to 
make a smooth transition. 

My father had died in August of the previous year 
of heart failure after a prolonged period in the hospital and 
I was in no mood for this shenanigan. I remember reading 
what was the legally pled eviction notice and I started to 



write a response that I intended to file in Court to fight back. 
I knew the law. There was eminent domain rights for one 
that entitled me to stay. I could fight it all day if I wanted. 
The only trouble was, I was so drained psychologically 
and emotionally from the trauma with my father’s passing, 

I couldn’t even bring myself to the fuckin typewriter to 
pound out a response. I just put the paper on a pile of 
other sit and accepted it. Chad Nadolski is one of my 
actor’s. He had a truck. He helped me pack all my shit 
one weekend afternoon and we hopped in the truck and put 
everything in my apartment. The place was crowded 
with shit now. My shelves of crates and photos in the 
middle of the room. The place looked like a where-house 
suddenly. 

I found an office downtown like my father 
suggested. It was a building on Figueroa and had a view 
of a parking lot. It was a profound change. I don’t even 
remember getting a single booking after the move and there 
was a false report planted in the papers that I 
wasn’t paying my clients and that I had left with their 
money. I phoned the reported and explained that 
everybody was going to get paid, I was going to make sure 
of it. There was a few months lag time between the 
eviction and the move. During that time, every single 
commercial campaigns I had running and making money 
were cut from the air and the money stopped overnight. It 
was devastating. I had paid rent at the apartment with 
client checks hoping that the next ones would pay for 
previous ones and debts were now piling up well over ten 
thousand dollars. 

Lloyd Reigler was an old family friend. He 
supported the Opera and was the founder of Adolph’s Meat 
Tenderizer. He had made millions of dollars with a spice 
formula that kept meat tender longer then one would expect. 



I asked for a meeting. I told Lloyd I was in trouble 
and needed his help. There was pictures in his office of 
his days in the Navy, on board his ship and that was long 
ago. He was a much older man now. Lloyd understood 
the shit had hit the proverbial fan for me. He always liked 
me. He sat down and casually wrote a check for $ 1 5,000 
and made me sign a promissory note for the money. I 
went home and made a list of everyone I had to pay and I 
went home and paid everyone in the course of an hour. 

I had spent over $1 1,000 to pay the clients what I 
owed them and still I had to move in to the new office 
and pay the first and last month on the lease. So I went 
back to Lloyd and he loaned me another $5,000. Now dig 
this bullshit. I had left my computer at the office and 
they said there was a $300 or so storage charge. I paid the 
office rent and had six thousand dollars and change left. I 
called the old building and told them I wanted to pick up 
my computer. They said they wouldn’t release the property 
unless I paid them $6,000. I paid the whole amount just 
to get to my frigging client phone numbers. Within a 
month I was bankrupt completely. 



CHAPTER NINE NEATLY ARRANGED 


Ivan Markota is a big Russian man. He has a 
beard like my father and is sort of a Russian 
Ernest Hemingway. He runs an acting class on 
Hollywood Boulevard where I first met Tiffany Paige. I 
decide one weekend after I am dead in the water with no 
office and no job to check in at Ivan’s class and sit in on a 
session. 

I introduce myself. Ivan says he has heard a lot 
about me. He says, sure, sit in and watch, but stick around 
so we can talk after. Ivan tells a story about Bruce Lee. 

He says that he asked Bruce Lee to write down all of his 
Hollywood dreams on a single page of paper and then kept 
it in his drawer forever. He says the page is still in his 
office. 


Ivan was a Russian paratrooper during World War 2. 
That means he got dropped out of an airplane and landed 
on the terrain to fight in the field. He tells the actors that 



you have to have courage in the business of Hollywood. 

He relates the story of the Russian women who fought 
during the War. He says the Russian women were the 
most courageous people you ever saw. He says that these 
women would actually fonn into lines and march 
across fields and literally throw themselves into machine 
gun nests until their bodies were piled up so high the 
machine guns could no longer site targets. 

Ivan has them read dialogue and he criticizes their 
work. He is a decent man. He does agoodjobasan 
acting coach. Tiffany says she likes him. I like him. I 
thank him for his time. He tells me to sit down a minute. 
He says he knows everything about what happened 
at Evolve. He knows how we went under, he knows I am 
good at what I do. He wants to help anyway he can. He 
offers me a free office in his place if I will just make the 
commitment to work and represent his actors. I agree and 
take a desk and go back to work. 

R.J is Ivan’s assistant. He is an Apache Indian. 

He is related to Geronimo and he’s dark skinned and lives 
in Ivan’s closet. My mother is from Cheyenne and says 
that we are part Indian and related to Geronimo as well. 

R.J. and I have laughs together. He takes the money from 
the actors and co ordinates the classes. He makes sure 
everything runs smooth. He’s a good guy. 

As I said, after the strike the attorneys got together 
and blacklisted Evolve. The work never returned. Before 
the strike ended I was sending out more then a hundred 
people a day for castings and we were doing maybe twenty 
or more auditions for different campaigns on a daily basis. 
Then Bush decided to go to war with Iraq after 9-11. The 
business slowed to a crawl between the war and the 
blacklist. When the strike ended I returned to work at 



Markota’s office, I swear if I didn’t get more then two calls 
a day. It was pathetic. By the end of a month, maybe six 
weeks or so, I couldn’t even pay the phone bill. I am 
pretty sure I still owe Ivan money for the phone bill. Well, 
he’s dead , so I guess one day I’ll send it to his daughter. 

If I can completely failed in Hollywood as a talent 
agent, I would like to think that amidst the entire scene of 
failure, stupidity, stress and conflict, I managed to 
accomplish one moment of time that made it all worth 
while. 


Sylvester Christie had not worked in an office for 
maybe twenty or more years. Since the View Nam war he 
was totally isolated from the world. He could not accept 
any thing the world had to offer. In all its cruelty, 
stupidity and circumstance, Sylvester had spent the 
majority of his adult life in a one room apartment 
wondering about a war that had never really ended for 
him. 


When he took the floor in my apartment in 
Hollywood I bought an air mattress for him to make 
himself comfortable and we slept in a one room studio on 
two of them separated by a small space to walk around and 
there was a small couch I had found on the side of the road 
and a small table as well. 

I drew Sylvester a map to the office. He didn’t 
want to ride the train with me so early. He didn’t have his 
head together yet. He arrives maybe 3:30 with his 
standard “Hello fellah” and sits down. What do you want 
me to do. 


I’m staring at him blankly. I’m almost crying. I 
draw a complete blank. Sylvester wants to DO something. 



I show him how to work the scanner. The photos get 
scanned and then saved into the computer. Then they are 
applied to a picture database where I can sort 
them by age or gender, ethnicity or skill set to make the 
selections available for casting. I find myself in the middle 
of pulling pictures from the shelves looking over at Syl and 
he’s holding pictures of the most beautiful women in the 
world and putting them onto the bed of the scanner and 
feeding them into the machine slowly. He’s finally doing 
something in the world and I smile big time at him and he 
wonders what I am smiling at. Nothing. Just keep 
working. 



CHAPTER TEN 


SHARING THE DISASTER 


Sylvester only stays a couple of hours a day and 
that’s good enough for me. I interview the clients while 
he is working and he says hello and go back to what he is 
doing. I meet him back at the apartment later and we 
smoke grass and I get Chinese food from the place on the 
corner and he always like the fried chicken there. You 
can eat a whole meal for under six dollars. 

We smoke like crazy together. Sylvester told me a 
story about how he once had to pick up a dead sailor from a 
PT boat in Viet Nam and apparently he had peeked out of 
the hatch to see the landscape and got his head blown off in 
the process. Sylvester had to descend the metal stairs into 
the hull of the ship and flop this sailor’s body on his 
shoulders and find a way to heave and ho him up the ladder 
to push his body onto the deck of the ship and get him 
onto a stretcher and return him home for burial. It was a 
gruesome detail of his life that he constantly re-lived. 

Sylvester began to act suspiciously. I think he was 
doing cocaine. I had the sense that his energies were 
getting unbalanced. His speech and affect were becoming 
more stinted and he was getting short and abrasive. If 
there was one thing I hated more than anything in the world, 
it was cocaine. I hated it so totally and completely it was 
not even a question. There is more blood and more 
murder and more insanity involved with cocaine then 
anything in the world. I know one thing for sure, it was 
the death of Tanya. I told Sylvester he had to move out. 

He said it was a betrayal of our friendship. As far as I was 



convinced, if he hit that rock even one time, the betrayal 
was his. I arranged for him to move in with Ahmet 
across town. Ahmet is my Turkish friend who shared an 
apartment with his son Sezay and his wife Robin and they 
said it was alright if I sent him over. Sylvester stayed a 

few weeks and they called and demanded that I take 
Sylvester back. They said Sylvester was peeing in empty 
bottles because he couldn’t get off the floor to go to the 
bathroom. So I told Sylvester he could return. He was 
still mad at me even coming through the door 
as he was saying hello. Still, we managed to get along and 
we always had quiet conversations at night about the War 
and the emotional struggle it was for many of the soldiers 
who returned. 

He told me that nobody ever discussed the exact 
figures of suicides from the soldiers who returned from 
Viet Nam. He said the most common fonn of suicide was 
that these soldiers got into their cars and simply drove into 
oncoming headlights of trucks. 

He also said that the body counts in Viet Nam were 
fudged. He talked about the technique of fragging which 
is when a soldier decides he can no longer obey a direct 
order from a commanding officer or it is simply to insane 
to follow and the lower ranking soldier ends up throwing a 
hand grenade at the officer and killing him instantly. 
Evidently that happened a lot. 

Dino Rossi and I used to drink vodka together at the 
tribecca bar in Beverly Hills. Dino drank all day long and 
by the time I got there he was sufficiently hammered to 
start reminiscing about the Viet Nam war. He was an 
officer in the war. He said the chain of command was 
pathetic. He said that the commanding officers would 



march wave after wave of soldier across a field, watching 
them get cut to ribbons, body piling upon body and only 
after everything was clear did the officers decide to gather 
up enough courage to march across the field themselves. 

I think it was the major cause of his drinking. What he 
had to do to survive. 

I ask Dino what he does now. He says he makes 
snuff films for the Navy. What is that? That is when 
they kill somebody on film and make a short movie out of 
it. 


One evening Sylvester clogged the sink with a fish 
that he tried to grind up in the garbage disposal and we had 
to call Freddy the landlord to tell him we needed a plumber. 
A fish in the si nk ? Freddy flipped his fucking lid. He 
wanted us both out. That night. He wanted us out 
immediately. There was no thirty day notice. There was 
no polite discussion. After years in the apartment, he 
decided he could no longer accept the situation for what it 
was. Sylvester and I said our goodbyes and I called Ahmet 
Cevat, Cevat said it was alright for me to come over and 
stay. He made a bed for me on the balcony and I slept 
outside. It was a good arrangement. The couple was 
living on welfare and had very little money and it meant 
that I could help out with groceries for them and the boy. 

I would take the bus up to the Vons market on Pico and 
Fairfax and load up with sandwich meats, bread, orange 
juice, yogurt and ice cream. As I was unpacking the food 
and putting it into the refrigerator, the boy would be 
jumping up and down with excitement. He sometimes 
went for days without eating before I arrived. When the 
food arrived, he had this funny way of standing like a 
soldier at attention in place, with his hands at his sides, 
jumping up and down. 



We settled in and had a good time together. Cevat 
and I are very close. We make music together and we 
smoke grass together and we enjoy life together. The one 
thing that is special about Ahmet Cevat is that no matter 
how perilously unmanageable a situation gets, no matter 
how desperately poor the situation is, Ahmet never loses 
his sense of humor. Even though I was completely out 
of business, there was still this crazy attention on Evolve 
that didn’t even exist anymore. 

I would take the bus back to Hollywood to visit 
Stevie and pick up a dime bag to smoke with Ahmet and 
Robin and I would come home and there would be a 
helicopter hovering over the apartment. Ahmet got 
furious. You can’t stay here anymore he said to me 
at the top of the stairs when I arrived one day. He pointed 
up at the helicopter. I understand. I spent a night on the 
chair at Rodney’s. Rod lived up the street and was a 
brother to me. He was a young black kid who grew up 
with my family and we had known him from St. Elmo’s. 

St. Elmo’s is an artist community in Los Angeles where 
they have classes and teach kids how to paint and create 
art. 


I went into rehab for another stint and got a job with 
a Russian attorney named Boris. I made a wise crack about 
him drinking too much vodka and got fired. I moved into 
my friend’s Hope and Blaine’s apartment on Orange Grove 
It was a beautiful street and a beautiful room. Blaine is a 
music manager and Hope is a marketing expert who works 
in the record industry. We had a lot of fun together. 

Hope and I spent most of the time in the backyard smoking 
cigarettes and I returned to school at UCLA and got my 
para-legal degree so I could return to my work in law. 

One of my first jobs was in law. I worked as an assistant 
to an Estates and Trusts group with Irving Reifman and 



Jeffrey Altman. The job lasted through high school and I 
learned a lot about law over the course of the years. 

There is something about agenting in Hollywood 
that provokes me to write more about it. The casting 
community is like a safety net, when it is operating 
correctly. Everyday is a new day filled with 
opportunities and ambitions. When that net is co-opted by 
special interest groups seeking to horde the power and 
creative force of Hollywood, employment and jobs are 
reduced all over the world. That is what happened in 
Hollywood during the 2000-2016 years I struggled to 
survive in it. 

The casting community appears upon the wires of 
the casting calls. Each new commercial or 
theatrical/ film job is replete with choices for new roles and 
new chances for actors to involve themselves in the 
creative forces of Hollywood. As I said, the auditions and 
calls are like a safety net for the Agent. What I mean is, 
every new call is a new opportunity, but it is always 
sourced out to the same people. You see the same names 
every time. Sheila Manning, Jeff Gerrard, Beth Holmes, 
Megan Foley, Danielle Eskinazy, Joe Blake, Cathy Carlton, 
Lisa Fields, Deborah Kurtz, Kathy Knowles, Arlene 
Schuster-Goss; these were the stars of the casting world. 
These were the casting directors responsible for nearly 
every commercial call in the business. Over the course of 
years, you try to get to know them like family. You hope 
that when one puts you into the fire, the other one will pull 
you out of it. That did not happen. For the most part, 
I believe the single greatest dimension to the disruption of 
fair hiring practices in the Hollywood town was the slow 
insidious introduction of cocaine traffic into the places of 
business. The “gift” controlled the scene. It is not 
enough to speak of a junky. It is more important to speak 



of the power of the Jones. The power that moves the 
creative force away from the reality of the world and into 
the uncontrollable force that manipulates the human mind 
into wanting more. Most important of all, you get a gram 
of cocaine in Columbia for about 7 dollars and sell it for 
$80-120 dollars in the United States. The money is so 
utterly fantastic that it began to set the ad hoc agenda of the 
White House, the scheduling of the Courts, the 
scheduling of the House and Senate, the scheduling of the 
industry. What happened was the entire system of checks 
and balances became totally nullified as a result of the 
packaged delivery of cocaine that made forces which 
should have been politically opposing one another on 
ethical questions suddenly come together for the same 
entre into crime. At that point, the only real crime in 
Hollywood was to attempt to do business honestly. I mean, 
it was a terrible threat of agitation, irritation, worry and 
concern to the people who were making a great deal of 
money with cocaine. Shit, you didn’t want to get in the 
way of the Real World and try to live an honest life in 
America, did you? 

If anything, I think the period of history should be 
described as “The Second Reign of Terror.” It has all the 
aspects of that. Executions, presumed enemies of the state, 
dictatorial powers in government. The First Reign of 
terror was in France, and remember it was run by the 
Committee of Public of Safety. So the same bullshit 

issues about public safety being a main concern in regards 
to children and drugs is now raging. Bare in mind, while 
they are passing the narcotics out like candy and blaming 
businessmen for getting high. 

My Mom thought that maybe I had a chance to 
make it as an agent. I think my father was pretty much 
convinced from the outset that I didn’t stand a chance and 



that Hollywood would swallow me whole. I guess he was 
more right then she. 


After my father died, I was informed that my father 
had made a last request of me. He wanted me to stop 
smoking marijuana. My father was a jazz musician and 
he always joked that in the fifties it was a terrible thing to 
be a “square” but that it was his best hope that I become 
one. He would say to me “You have to give up your best 
friend. Do you know who that is?” I would say, “No 
Pop, who is that?” He would say to me “Your best friend 
is the joint. Marijuana is your best friend. That is the 
friend you have to give up.” My mother did some research 
and decided to send me to Menninger’s hospital in Houston, 
Texas. Now this was a big deal. Remember I had been 
defamed and bankrupt in the safety net system of casting. 
Basically every casting director in town was casually told 
that I was potential stalker, terrorist threat, leader of the 
costa nostra, godfather of capital crimes and a probable 
serial killer. One of the models joked the other day online, 
“I stepped on a cornflake today. I guess I am a cereal 
killer.” Anyway, that was the standing joke around town. 

So I sued and the Scientology people took the side 
of the company that did me in and ultimately I sued the 
Church because of their position. That comes a little bit 
later. I will get back to that side of the story in a moment. 

I go to Menninger’s. First they don’t have a bed 
for me. I spend the week at Del Amo medical Center in 
California. The room is equivalent to a jail cell with a bed. 
I even think they lock you in at night. There is a small 
window at the door where they check in on you. A girl 
tells me they gave her Risperdal, an anti-psychotic 
medication and it tenninated her pregnancy. I tell her I 
will look into it, because, of course, I am a big shot para 



legal now with my certification from UCLA. 


We smoke cigarettes in the courtyard a few times a 
day and have meetings in the lounge every few hours and 
they give us pills I don’t even know the names of. 

America has become a class society at this point, you either 
deal drugs and live free, get enough college education to 
escape prosecution, or live on welfare. If you object to 
any of this, welcome to the wonderful world of 
anti-psychotic medication. 

I arrive at Menninger’s about a week later. It’s a 
nice place. Looks like they made a hospital out of a 
government office. Karl Menninger was a brilliant 
psychologist who developed a treatment center in Topeka 
Kansas. He was Harvard trained and wrote a prolific 
series of books. Ultimately, after his death, the Menninger 
Clinic moved to Houston. Anyway, dig this part. My 
father is dead and the business is closed and the big issue in 
the bankruptcy is the fact that I used drugs. The 
defendants of the defamation case convinced the courts that 
I was a drug addict and whatever challenges that were 
posed in my business were a result of my drug use. OK. 
So I accept it and go to treatment. I finally, after more 
then twenty years of smoking grass, finally decide to quit 
drugs entirely. Now here comes the twist. What is the 
government position? What is the position of most of the 
Hollywood community at that point? Shit, what do you 
think.... isn’t it obvious.... between George Bush, Bill 
Clinton, Barack Obama, the O’Fryans, the Rufimans, the 
Scientologies, from France to Russia, from China to Viet 
Nam, the lines of service MUST continue. How? What is 
the answer? What do you think? Well, yes, god dammit. 
THEY NEED MORE DRUGS. First it was WE MUST 
FIND A WAY TO STOP this drug problem at Evolve. 

Now the problem at Evolve is vanished and we are at 



HOW? WHAT? WHO? GET ME MORE DRUGS. 


So I am told that my insurance will not cover my 
drug problem if I am trying to rehabilitate from them. 
There has to be a psychological diagnosis of a true 
psychological illness. I am diagnosed as paranoid 
schizophrenic, psychotic and now they can prescribe drugs. 
So now, as they have me waiting twice a day in a med line 
for more drugs, it’s easy to ship the Kilo’s into town and 
feel like they are saving the world. It’s perfect. 

I remember as a child reading the work of 
Alexander Solzhenitsyn. How in Stalinist 
Russia the intellectuals were all put in jail for trying to 
think freely in a totalitarian regime. I began to really feel 
like that was happening to America. When your entire 
life is reduced and deducted to the point where you find 
yourself waiting in a line for medication you don’t even 
need so everyone from the President to the Pope feels 
comfortable delivering the next package of the real dope to 
the population, you will not begin to question what it is I 
am explaining to you. 

The town that complained that I was too ambitious 
to be considered for casting because they pictured my at 
home in my apartment alone smoking a five dollar joint 
alone is an interesting pentimento to the pictures of 
Emma at an orgy with two huge black cocks in either hand 
trying to smile for the camera. Now they want to talk 
about the ethics of my drug use and marijuana. Hold on a 
minute, first Emma has to be sodomized and put up for sale 
as a three hundred and fifty dollar a night prostitute. 
Where were we. Oh yes Johnny, about your ethics. You 
want to get married and live happily ever after? What are 
you trying to do, imprison these girls? Who the fuck do 
you think you are. No wonder we locked you up. 



David LaChapelle is a commercial photographer 
who makes hundreds of thousands of dollars for a days 
work shooting commercial fashion photography. David’s 
style is an exploration of the culture of his time and he 
uses art as a form to bring the image of what he perceives 
to be the representation of society in his work. Review a 
photo he took that sold recently at auction. It is called 
“Berlin Stories.” 

If I had photographed that myself, I probably would 
be pennanently institutionalized. Who knows, there is still 
time for that. The sober house I have lived in for the last 
five years wants me to move out by the end of the month. 
The psychologist who is treating me says I should stay at 
least another six months. I write the house manager I 
need more time. No answer. My Mom says that if I 
continue down this road I face a State facility. I write the 
Doctor a quick letter: “When do I check in?” 

Anyway, back to Menninger’s and the good old 
down home full lock up Texas style romance. There is 
one cool thing about Menninger’s, they have an awesome 
buffet. I mean, as long as your insurance is paying 60 
thousand dollars a month for your room, you might 
as well eat, right? Not only do they have an awesome 
buffet, but more importantly, they serve Oreo pie. Oreo 
pie is my ultimate favorite. You have to try it. I used to 
be in love with Suzy Q’s. Suzy Q’s were made by hostess 
and they were two chocolate layers filled with cream in the 
middle. Now Suzy is the name of the little Korean girl 
who worked the front desk at Evolve and probably helped 
betray me in the eviction and joined the Hollywood drug 
dealers and got me removed from my office. The idea 
that I could walk in to a gas station and buy a Suzy Q 
scared them too much. First they bankrupted the Hostess 



factory, then reopened it after a short time. The twinkles 
and Ho Ho’s returned, but the Suzy Q’s were gone forever. 
I mean, you couldn’t cue up Suzy at this point with all her 
legions could you? Not with a single bite for god’s sake. 
That would take down the entire Western Hemisphere. 

One of the room mates here just walked out the back gate 
of this place with his sunglasses and cell phone in hand. 
What are the odds is is something to do with Suzy? 

I did a great deal of writing at Menningers. They 
had a computer and I was able to really get down and do 
some work. I wrote a screenplay called “Rudy Matinee 
and the Midnight Show.” That is the story of Rudy 
Matinee an aluminum siding salesman who lives in the 
1950‘s in Chicago and comes out to Hollywood and falls 
in love with Bridget Bardot. I wrote the “Trouble with 
Fitz.” This is the story of a young psychology student and 
his affair with a French model. I wrote “The Clone of 
Tut.” This takes place in the future and is the story of 
how they clone King Tut and he runs around killing people. 
I wrote “The Good Life” which is the story of a bunch of 
drug addicts at Menninger’s. I wrote a collection of 
poetry. I rewrote “Happy” which is the story of a 
Hollywood character who goes to rehab and experiences 
the suicide of his girlfriend and never really gets out of his 
own drug use. I amended the ending to see that he did. 

The hospital had proscribed Zyprexa for me and 
they were testing my blood for bile on a daily basis. 

Every morning at about seven o clock I would sit in the 
hallway and wait for another needle. They tested me 
every single fucking day for weeks. The bile rate just kept 
climbing and climbing until they decided they couldn’t 
keep giving me the drug without also giving me Hep C or 
diabetes. 



They gave me Trazadone at night and it knocked 
me out. I didn’t complain. I wasn’t sleeping very well 
anyways after the death of my father, even though that was 
now four years earlier. They proscribed Atavan and that 
is like speed or something. I couldn’t sit down. I couldn’t 
relax. They call it Akathesia. It’s a restlessness that 
drives you insane. So I complain about it and they 
proscribe more. 

David Krepps is a bass player and he lives in the 
clinic with me. He leaves a brochure with swaying palm 
trees and a pool side view on the table for me to see. It is 
a transitional care facility for when I get released from 
here. 


I decided to sue Scientology the moment I landed in 
Florida for transitional care. After months of pondering 
why the Scientologists had taken the side of the opposition 
in my defamation case, even to the extent of threatening 
Justice O’Connor off the bench entirely, I decided to go for 
it. The more I learned about them, the more drugs I got 
proscribed. The gimmick was to convince the omnibus 
case management team that I was totally insane and that 
would make it all go away. Then I stopped taking the 
meds. I gave up on them. That got their guard up big time. 
Now the Doctor was sitting me down telling me I had to 
take a blood test to determine my levels of medication. 

He had proscribed me Risperdal. Only trouble was, there 
was no accurate test developed yet to measure the levels. 

I go in and give blood anyways. He calls me in, flipping 
over records that say absolutely nothing and tells me he 
knows I am not taking the drug and that he is calling my 
entire family to explain that I will either be injected with 
medication or face forced hospitalization and forced 
injection. When I sued the Johnson and Johnson Company 
for marketing me through this rouse with their 



newest best drug product and gifting me with the 
permanent neurological disorder of tardive 
dyskinesia the judge dismissed the case and wrote about 
how I understood the risks involved and was willing to 
take it anyway. 

Can you imagine that bullshit? 

Ahmet and Robin lost their apartment after 
Anderson died. He was the old black landlord that ran 
their section eight housing. He was a nice man who came 
around once a month to check on things. After he died, 
the rent went up and they had to move. Robin and Cevat 
moved in to a one room flea bag motel downtown and 
Cevat spent his days sparing change on the side of a 
freeway on ramp near downtown. He says that he has like 
36 citations that he has to pay before he can get his license 
back. 

Robin and Cevat shoot heroin. Cevat is 
from Istanbul where the dope is like candy to them. He 
has been shooting dope more than twenty years. I meet 
them at Starbucks and we get some coffee and I buy them 
sandwiches. I first met Cevat on Telegraph avenue in 
Berkeley with Sylvester and Marco way back in 
1985. He sold me my first dime bag of marijuana and 
they snapped a photo of him and he was picked up in the 
annual Berkeley sting operation. He didn’t serve time for 
that. He also got busted later for selling a sheet of LSD to 
a bunch of Navy guys on leave and he begged me to show 
up for him in Court. I showed up in my best suit and 
watched the proceedings. They called the first case. It 
was the case of Freddy. I don’t remember his last name. 
The Judge went over the details. Mr. Freddy was picked 
up during a routine traffic stop. The Judge reads. He 
failed to stop at a stop sign and the police car pulled him 
over. The officer approached the car and noticed a needle 



in the front seat. 


“I’m a diabetic your honor. I Swear!” Freddy 
demanded. 

“Can I see your medical alert wristband?” the 
Judge wondered. 

“I forgot it.” Freddy said dejectedly. 

The Judge explained the Court would proceed. 

The officer explained that he pulled over Freddy 
and when he saw the needle he figured he had probable 
cause to search the vehicle. He asked Freddy to please 
step out of the car. Freddy steps out of the car and a 
crumpled piece of paper falls out of the front seat. The 
officer notices the paper says “Map to Speed House” 

He arrests Freddy and proceeds to the house. The 
house is boarded up and raided. They find a full working 
meth lab and arrest several suspects. Freddy claims the 
map belongs to his girlfriend, whose name he cannot 
remember. He insists that he dropped her off at a hotel 
and he did not go inside and that the map belongs to her. 

The Judge calendars the case for trial. 

Ahmet Cevat is called next and the Navy decides 
not to show up to explain how they all managed to do LSD 
with him. Ahmet is released on his own recognizance. 

Finally, after all these years, there we are at the 
Starbucks and Cevat insists they are going to quit dope. 
He has finally had it. Robin and him are sleeping on a 
mattress now on the side of the road near Alvarado and 



Temple. 


They took the bus all the way uptown just for the 
cup of coffee with me. I tell them I have sleeping bags at 
the house. They arrive later and I set them up 
under a small tree near the L.A Aquaduct and I cook dinner 
for them and breakfast. In the morning I cook French 
crepes and I bring them food on paper plates with a cup 
of coffee and juice. Ahmet was afraid to quit heroin 
because he thought that after all these years, the 
withdrawals would kill him. He said that a bruiser tried to 
beat him up downtown and he was afraid to take Robin 
down there anymore to the Methadone clinic because 
they might get killed. So they decided to go to Venice 
Beach and find a new clinic. It was working out well. 

They went in the morning on the bus and spared change 
near the Marina all day and then came home at night and 
waited for me on the bench of a bus stop near La Cienega 
and Washington Blvd. I would come home from my job 

at the medical research place and cook spaghetti or 
whatever I could, sometimes chicken or steak. They 
appreciated the food more than anything. They had not 
eaten very well for years. 

One afternoon Ahmet collapsed in the middle of the 
street. They took him to the hospital. They gave him 
some pills and sent him back to me. The following day he 
collapsed again and this time could not get up. At UCLA 
he was diagnosed with a bacterial infection from a burst 
abcess near his spine and he was paralyzed. After weeks 
of antibiotic treatment, he was slowly recovering the 
feeling in his legs and hands. Still he could not stand. 

He was transferred to Rancho Los Amigos healthcare 
facility in Downey where he remains to this day. Now 
they are telling him he has Stage Four esophogeal cancer 



and they want to do chemotherapy and radiation to treat 
the tumor in his throat after they remove it. Ahmet calls 
and he is scared but in good spirits. I handle his welfare 
account from here and get his mail. Robin moves in to a 
board and care facility down the street. She has to get her 
hip replaced for the second time because the first one was 
defective or simply gave out after all these years. 

Time goes by relentlessly slow. The movement of 
mine is reduced to trips to the market for groceries and a 
cup of coffee at Starbucks. Sometimes I go crazy and stop 
into the Barnes and Noble and read magazines. Other 
than that, life has been reduced to a prolific crawl forward 
between the races of mankind, moving in and out of doors 
with tiny packages of narcotics and the empty stares 
between people on the road who seem to search for 
meaning within the context of a society that has decayed 
into a complete obliviousness towards the needs and 
continuity of humanity and what falls between those terms 
is simply the unknown that our civilization has decided is 
the most important part of living. 

We are reduced to trying to maintain our lives in the 
unknowable and that is pawned off to us in the context of 
knowledge. It is better not to know anything. Even the 
ones we relied on and trusted to communicate with us and, 
in fact, entrusted our lives to, no longer even take the time 
to write. Society is paralyzed into a frenzy of fear and 
distrust. 



CHAPTER ELEVEN 


DECISIONS 


I think there were many reasons why I decided to go 
into business for myself. I am trying to recall in my mind 
what triggered the decision in my life to do it. I guess the 
biggest reason people decide to go into business for 
themselves is the freedom and independance that the 
lifestyle affords. For me, years were spent taking orders 
from bosses and office associates who tell you to 
do this and that. The thought that you can manage your 
own life, come and go as you please, work at a pace you 
feel comfortable, I feel are particular aspects of the 
freedoms afforded in the United States that must be 
preserved the most. Particularly when you get into the 
aspects of oversight and supervision that religions and 
governments feel they can implement in the course 
of business. For instance, the social services department 
and others come around to the agency to inspect the 
situation. They stay two years. Its egregious, don’t you 
think? I mean., they only leave after I am completely out 
of business. 

Freedom and independence are important not 
simply as concepts in our life but as ideals that we must 
work to preserve. 

I like Judge Kozinski. I don’t know why they 
haven’t ruled in my favor our assigned a Judge to handle 
the case competently. After I sued the Church of 
Scientology, as I was saying before, they forcibly injected 
me with medications that gave me a pennanent 
neurological disorder. These cheap motherfuckers can’t 



find a minute in the day to pay me for it. They are sick 
out of their minds these people. Can you imagine? They 
injure you for the rest of your life with some total bullshit 
just to control the camera and the media because they want 
to keep your company our of the game forever and they 
can’t sign a check to provide you with the relief to live the 
rest of your life decently? 

They make a big deal about Galileo who was put in 
prison for his discoveries. I think Galileo served all of a 
month in jail. These mother fuckers tortured me day in 
and day out for at least ten years. If you can’t the 
monotonous bullshit nothing doing type of torture, make it 
twenty years. 

Who would ever imagine that I would get caught 
scoring a ten dollar bag of grass and the Church would 
make that the excuse for not serving me jobs on the line for 
showbusiness? Then they speak to me of having to get to 
the source of the problem. That’s hilarious. Over ten 
dollars? Then, the dealer is their guy? 

I find myself at a transitional living environment 
called LifeSkills in Boca Raton Florida. I guess the place 
is true to the brochure, pool and swaying Palm trees. It’s 
funny. I arrive and there is Theo. Theo is a young 
Chinese kid from New York and he’s always in the middle 
of listening to his Ipod with the earplugs in and a hoody 
on. We met at Menninger’s months ago and Theo lasted 
about two weeks there before he called his parents and 
demanded that they bring him back to New York. Theo is 
a lot like me. He smokes massive amounts of marijuana. 
Only thing is, Theo smokes much better grass. I smoke 
the Mexican grass that is cheap and much less powerful 
then the chronic bud that is more expensive and a great deal 
more powerful. That is why Theo has a gaunt frozen look. 



He really comes back to life quickly there. I remember 
when his parents came to drop him off at Menninger’s. 
They are real traditional Chinese parents and Dad was 
wearing a suit and Mom was immaculately dressed. They 
don’t take a great deal of shit from Theo. Theo bitches 
and moans. They don’t understand. They don’t see how it 
is. They don’t realize it’s no big deal. 

I know that Henry David Thoreau once said that “the 
mass of men lead lives of quiet desperation.” Americans 
are like that. I think they are willing to suffer and allow 
themselves to be quietly tortured without saying anything. 



CHAPTER 12 


THREE OF A KIND 


I had three girlfriends named Kim. Whenever 
talking about them, my mom would ask, which one are you 
referring to, Kim 1, 2 or 3? Kim 2 is Scandanavian. I 
guess they call it Scandanivia because they like to 
scandalize you. We met at a night club in Los Angeles off 
Sunset Blvd long ago. I was living at my old room mate 
from college Greg’s apartment on Micheltorena. I 
remember the club was just around the corner from us and I 
arrived at the door to pay the door cover charge in quarters 
I had saved for my laundry. 

Bono and the Edge were there from U2. It was a 
fun night. There was a semi reception line fonning just to 
meet them. I shook hands with the Edge and looked into 
his eyes for a moment. He had these eyes that looked like 
a guy who had just been across a desert for 40 days without 
water. It was strange to me. I introduced myself to 
Bono. 


“You aren’t wearing your hobnail boosts?” I 
wondered. 

“I prefer me slippers.” he said. He had these red 
velvet slippers on and I laughed. 

Kim2 was standing in the middle of the room with a 
green beret on. She was blonde, cute, funny. We talked 
for a while and then I went to the bar. This man was 
looking at me funny and said “What are you on?” I really 
didn’t know how to answer him. I mean I had maybe one 
beer that night. Possibly two? 



Anyway, as we are leaving the bar at the close of 
the evening there is an announcement over the loudspeaker. 
The police are raiding the place. Anyone who doesn’t 
have proper identification is under arrest. I realized 
immediately that I had forgotten my wallet and id. Greg 
and I lived around the corner so we certainly didn’t drive 
there. So what was the use? 

I get stopped at the door and asked to sit in the 
lounge. I guess this area of Silver Lake in Los Angeles is 
highly populated by illegal Mexicans because there were 
many of them sitting there along with me. 

The guy from the bar arrives and I guess he is a 
detective. He is standing next to a unifonned officer and 
the crowd settles down and everyone is waiting for what 
comes next. He goes around the room one at a time, 
flashing a flash light in everyone’s eyes. He examines 
each one, one at a time, closely, asking them the same 
question, “What have you had tonight?” 

Finally I have had enough of this bullshit. I stand 
up in the middle of the room. 

“Excuse me. Excuse me everyone. Can I have 
your attention.” I say. For a moment the room is silent 
and everyone turns around to look over at me. 

“Since no one has had the courtesy to do this for 
you. Let me do it for you now. You have the right to 
remain silent. Anything you say can and will be used 
against you in a court of law. You have a right to an 
attorney..” I proceeded to recite the entire paragraph of 
the Miranda warning word for word like I had just heard it 
on a cop show or something. It was really pretty good as 



far as performances go. 


The Police officer wagged his finger at me and 
signalled me to come over to him. He called the detective 
over. He turns to the detective and says..”Do you 
understand that if we take this guy in and they find out 
about this, we are going to have to let this whole group 
go?” 


The detective scratches his head and wonders, “What 
do you want to do? ft’s your call.” he says to the officer. 

The officer sighs dejectedly, “Why don’t you just cut 
him loose.” 

So I’m free to go. Whew. That was a close call. I get 
outside the club and there is still a group of people milling 
around and waiting for their friends to come out of the club. 
Kim 2 is there smiling at me. 

“Can I have your number?” I ask her. 

“Why don’t you write yours down.” she says. 

I fumble through my pockets. I dont’t have a 
piece of paper. Kim 2 takes a twenty dollar bill out of her 
purse and writes my phone number on it, 

Greg can’t believe I didn’t get arrested. Neither 
can I. We take the slow walk up the hill home to his 
apartment and in the morning I take the bus into Beverly 
Hills to visit my folks. Kim 2 calls and we arrange to 
have dinner at her place. 

Kim 2 has a small house on Dillon in Silver Lake. 

She looks beautiful at the door. Stunning. She looks 



like a cross between Catherine Deneuve and Claudia 
Schiffer, the original Guess model for Paul Marciano. 
Anyway, Kim 2 is cooking fish and she has a bottle of red 
wine and we are talking about show business. She is a 
Hollywood Editor, or an assistant editor. She’s working 
on a production at the time and I tell her its unbelievable 
that she works late and finds the time to cook for me. 

She laughs and finishes cooking. We enjoy a nice 
meal. Fish and wine, some salad, a few veggies and 
carrots. It’s really relaxing and nice. I just think she is 
beautiful. A wonderful girl. I am totally turned on by 
her. I realize she is a little older then I am. What am I at 
this point in history, 24,25? 

Kim 2 excuses herself and goes to the bathroom. 

She takes her time. I hear her brushing her hair. I’m 
waiting on the couch in the living room. She has the 
fireplace going and I don’t know what to expect next. 

Kim 2 comes out of the bathroom. She has a robe on 
with a negligee. She is waving a glass of wine in her hand. 
She looks devastatingly sexy at this point. I can’t believe 
my eyes. She is stunningly beautiful and I am not even 
barely drunk. 

She is standing there in her robe and negligee and 
looks at me seriously and says to me. ..’’Now get out.” 

“What?” I laugh. 

“You heard what I said. I want you to leave this 
minute.” she tells me. 

“You can’t be serious?” I ask her. 

Listen. I‘m going to count to one hundred and if you 



aren't out by the time I am done, then I am going to call the 
police.” she tells me. 


She starts to count 1, 2, 3,„„40 

I‘m sitting there cool as a cucumber. I am riveted on 
her. Our eyes are locked. She gets to a hundred and 
picks up the phone casually. 

She dials the police. 

”Yes, I need an officer here at my house. There is a 
man in here and he refuses to leave.” 

She starts to tell him her address. 

”1 can't believe this.” I say and walk out the door. 

I go to my car. It is parked across the street. 

I turn on the radio. Loud. Jimi Hendrix is playing 
Cross Town Traffic. The police arrive. I watch the 
officer reach the door. The door opens. There is some 
brief conversation and the policeman is jotting down notes. 
I see her crank her head out the door to look around. She 
doesn't notice me in the car or she does and is playing a 
game with him too. 

The officer leaves. I wait about ten minutes. 

I knock on her door. 

”Kim, that wasn;t funny.” 

”If I let you in do you promise to be nice to me?” she 
says. 



”How was I not nice to you this evening?” I wonder. 


She opens the door. ’’YouTlsee.” she says and 
heads to the bedroom. 

We make love. 

I move in with her. At least, I stay every night of the 
week and go home in the afternoons to change clothes. 
She’s a nice lady. 

In the morning before she leaves for work the last thing 
she does is toss me the morning paper. 

“Why don’t you do us both a favor and look for a 

job.” 


I am still completely hippy ’d out from my eight 
years or whatever at Berkeley. I smoke cigarettes and 
marijuana on her porch. She tells my mom I have no 
ambition. Ambition. Hmmm. I play records in the 
afternoon when she’s gone. She has Bachman Turner 
Overdrive “You Ain’t Seen Nothing Yet” and “Takin Care 
of Business” along with Steely Dan “ Do It Again.” She 
has a wooden statue on the desk of a man writing at a desk 
who has cut his own head off. She says it is a present 
from Ayatolloah Khomeini who gave it to her father. 

She says I need to do some work around the house. 

She buys tile and grout for the backyard. I have never 
done this sort of work before. She leaves for her job and I 
get to work. I have no idea what to do. She gets home 
and wants to see it. She laughs. 


“What am I going to do with you?” 



I didn’t realize that you have to make the grout even 
with lines and it’s just splotched into the crevasses in piles. 
She points to the other tiles. “You see how the other ones 
look?” 


“Yeah, but they have no artistic value.” 

Her brother Sean shows up. He like me. He 
doesn’t have a job. We spend the time together smoking 
cigarettes on the porch. He’s a nice enough guy. We get 
along pretty good. Her sister Kathleen is her half sister. 
Same mom and different father or something like that. 
Kathleen lives in the back room past the kitchen. She 
works as a counter girl in the department store. She’s 
friendly but I think annoyed by the whole idea that Kim 2 
has a boyfriend and she doesn’t. 

It’s my birthday. Kim 2 says she is going to prepare a 
romantic dinner for the two of us. She calls around four 
o’clock in the afternoon and tells me dinner is off. Her 
boss is making her work overtime. I am livid. I call 
Greg and tell him I have no plans for my own birthday. 

He arranges a dinner at Joslyn’s over in Beachwood canyon. 
Joslyn was one of the girls I lived with at the Wide White 
Pad in Berkeley. She’s studying to be a lawyer. She is 
blonde, from Palm Springs, has a cute sister. 

A few old friends from Berkeley are there. Ziggy 
arrives from next door. He is a camera man in Hollywood 
and grows pot in his living room. He has the whole 
hydroponic hookup. Lights, everything. Ziggy is 
hilarious. Arthur Sellers is there. He is a writer who lives 
a few doors up the street. He is the nephew of Peter 
Sellers. He’s a nice guy and a profound thinker. 



I’m still pissed bout Kim 2 missing dinner. Greg 
knows I am still upset. 

“Dude. Dude... I just had an incredible idea..” 

Greg says to me. 

“What is it?” I wonder. 

“Why don’t we get in the car and drive to Berkeley. 
Right now. Tonight.” he says. 

“Shit. I’m not busy. Let’s do it.” 

So we get in the car and start to drive to Berkeley. It 
is about 1 1:30 at night by now and we get there about five 
in the morning. I arrive at Seige’s house. Seige is my 
old room mate. He is one of my best friends. He’s glad 
to see me. I can sleep on the couch for the weekend. We 
start to smoke marijuana out of a huge bong. We smoke 
heavily for days. 

I call Kim 2. She is furious at me. Where am I? 
Berkeley. What the hell are you doing there? Having a 
birthday party that is going sreiously over time. She tells 
me she just got out of the emergency room. She fell in the 
bath tub and hit her eye on the rim of the tub. She has a 
black eye. She’s blaming me for not being there. It’s all 
my fault. She hangs up on me. An hour later the LAPD 
calls. Officer someone calls and tells me Kim 2 is taking 
out a restraining order on me and not to bother her. I 
explain to the officer that I am 350 fucking miles away and 
she fell in the bath tub while I was gone and is treating it 
like it is my fault. The officer warns me. 

I know what I got to do. I pack my shit and 
immediately head back to Los Angeles. Well, maybe I 



smoked for another day or so before I left. I arrive 
Monday morning and my first stop is Kim 2‘s office in 
Hollywood. 

Coincidentally, it is Danny’s building, but this is way 
before that on the timeline. Kim 2 is on the phone in the 
cutting room. She is in the middle of the conversation and 
I sit on the floor at her feet. 

“Kim I need to talk to you..” I say. 

Kim 2 looks at me with that sexy distressed look and 
continue to talk on the phone. She doesn’t say a word to 
me. 

“Kim... please I am sorry.” Isay. 

Kim waves her hand in the air for me to leave. I 
leave. That’s the end of it. We never see each other 
again. 

I give it some time and try to phone her. She has 
changed her number. I call the Editor’s Guild and leave a 
message for her. She phones. She says she’s sorry for 
freaking out. She had been cutting a scene for an 
upcoming movie called “Renegades” with Lou Diamond 
Phillips. The scene she was working on at the time we 
split was one where Lou walks into a store and shoots 
everyone in the room. There is blood and guts and brains 
spilled everywhere. Her director went over and over the 
scene. She says she had to cut the thing day in and day 
out and there was overtime that went late into the night and 
the whole scene was about brains on the floor guts on the 
walls, blood everywhere. It paranoid her completely. 

She couldn’t think straight for a single second. Anyway, 
that’s it she says. She doesn’t think it is going to work 



out. 


I finally get a job. I go to work as an assistant at 
Financial News Network. Phil Brady is the news editor. 
He’s former Anny from Viet Nam and tough as nails. 

He’s a cool guy. Diana Koricke is the anchorwoman on 
the show. Every morning she walks in early looking pale 
as a ghost. I watch them carefully apply her make up and 
she sits patiently in a chair in the next room. She emerges 
radiant and beautiful. It’s amazing. 

The US makes the decision to invade Panama. 

They send the news guys in. The camera on the screen 
are moving through the jungles and all you see are weapons 
and jungles. Phil Brady is ecstatic this is his kind of 
action. I am disgusted. I mean shit, really, Panama. The 
fuckin place isn’t any bigger than Disneyland. We 
couldn’t have sent a couple of guys with briefcases full of 
cash? 


I drink all night in front of Kim’s house parked 
across the street. I want to go in and apologize and get 
back together but I never muster the guts. I show up to 
work stinking of booze and get fired. Phil is laughing at 
me. He smells the scotch all over me. I get in the car and 
go back to Berkeley. 

I move back in with Seige, Mark, Kid, Bird, Megan 
and Casey. I get re involved with the Reggae scene. I 
grow some halfway dreadlocks. 

Anthony plays guitar on the streets. He plays with 
Mbu-Tu and Shelby. Shelby plays bass. Sometimes 
Raven plays the hom. They come over to the house and 
jam with me. Anthony tries to teach me the reggae skank 
on the piano. It’s hard to leam. I think you need to 



develop the rhythm naturally and be bom on the island. 

It’s not easy to learn. 

Peter McConnell buys a truck and parks it out back. 
He builds a little house on the flatbed of the truck. He’s a 
good carpenter. We grow some weed in the backyard. 

It’s almost ready. Someone steals it. 

That season I painted a great deal. I did one called 
“George Washington Crossing a River of Blood in the 
Venice Canals.” I painted another large six foot canvas 
that had coor patches and words like “peace” “love” 

“sex” “war” “freedom” on it. I gave it to my cousin 
Mitch. He loved it. He ended up giving it to his bookie 
to settle a gambling debt. The good news is he says the 
guy had it framed and put it in his bedroom. 

I record a lot of songs but I rarely play in public. I 
think I have played out maybe four times altogether. Pete 
and I decided to put together a group and we called it 
“Ourselves” as in let’s just be ourselves. We had Anthony, 
Kid on drums and Shelby with Pete filling in after Anthony. 
We played the Bear’s Lair which is the campus bar. It 
was an interesting evening. First, Anthony is addicted to 
crack. He never stops smoking. He said he couldn’t go 
on until I gave him ten bucks to get a rock. I told him the 
concert was free and we weren’t making any money. He 
said no dice. He wouldn’t play. I forked out ten bucks. 
Anthony comes back about five minutes later and says he is 
ready. I take my seat at the piano and Anthony is high out 
of his mind for a change. He goes through every Jimi 
Hendrix song ever written in about ten minutes. He plays 
two bars of Foxy Lady, slips into Purple Haze, moves into 
Hey Joe, plays a bit of Carlos Santana and then he looks 
over at me like he’s finally ready to settle down and do 
something. I laugh and hit a chord. I hit another chord. 



We lock into a groove. We are cooking. Really cooking. 
My eyes are riveted on the keyboards. When I finally 
look up at him I think the entire town has milled into the 
bar. The place is wall to wall people. People were 
walking around town and heard it. We were jamming. 

My second gig was the Abbie Hoffman tribute. It 
lasted about two minutes. I brought my guitar to play 
Abbie a song. Abbie was a famous radial with the SDS 
(Student’s for a Democratic Society) in Chicago in the 
sixties and was part of the Chicago riots during the 
Democratic convention. He wrote a famous book called 
“Steal this Book” about revolution in America. He was 
on the FBI wanted list for decades and lived under an 
assumed name in New York City until he finally died 
swallowing 150 tablets of phenobarbitol and washing it 
down with liquor. 

The tribute started with an opening song from the 
remaining members of The Doors. I think it was Ray 
Manzarek, John Densmore and Robbie Kreiger. They 
started to play and I was in the audience with Greg and his 
father Martin, who is a school teacher and Union organizer 
in Los Angeles. Martin is really a hip guy and when I 
stayed in a room underneath his house in Echo Park one 
summer I was told that Eldridge Cleaver had once stayed 
there too. Cleaver was famous for his book “Soul on Ice.” 

Anyway, Martin nudges me and says, “Grab your 
guitar and get up there.” So I do. 

I don’t even know the song but the band is playing 
with electric instruments and I am working with an acoustic 
guitar so nobody notices. I look down at my feet and 
think to myself, shit, this is exactly where Jim Morrison 
would be standing. 



Wavy Gravy is a famous Berkeley Yippy. He is 
part of the old Ken Kesey crowd and the Magic Bus. 

Wavy comes on the stage and starts to explain to me that I 
have to get off the stage. The crowd starts to boo him. 

“Oh. ..so that’s it huh wavy... you’ve become one of 

them?” 


I walk off the stage and a woman from the LA 
Times wants to know my story. I make the front page of 
the Calendar section the next morning. 

After the tribute is finished I run into Tequila 
Mockingbird. She is a black rock and roll singer who 
lives near me in Hollywood. She tells us that there is a 
wake up at Timothy Leary’s house. Dr. Leary was 
famous for conducting group LSD experiments at Harvard 
and I think he got fired over it. I can’t remember the 
whole story. Dr. Leary has died around the same time as 
Hoffman died. It’s hard for me to understand. When I 
go online and check the dates it says Leary died in 1996 
and Abby Hoffman died in 1989. Puzzling. Leary 
decided he wanted to be the first guy to die online and had 
a camera running at his bedside. 

Anyway, there is a big crowd at Dr. Leary’s. We 
are sitting on the lawn in his backyard with Tequila and 
smoking a joing with actress Parker Posey. I go inside 
and sit in the silence on his couch. Winona Ryder walks 
in and gives me a look. She’s upset. Dr. Leary was like 
a father to her. 

We are sitting in Dr. Leary’s kitchen. His table is 
a Keith Herring original. I wonder about it. The 
frigging table will be worth more than the house one day. 



One of Dr. Leary’s books is on the counter. It’s a book of 
theories and it looks to be about a thousand pages. It is 
called “N-Grams. “ I looked for it online but can’t 
find it anywhere. I wonder if Dr. Leary developed the 
theory before or after Hubbard. Hubbard had postulated 
that engrams were negative memories and emotions that are 
part of our thought process from tragic incidences that 
occured in our past. 

John Galusha is one of the original signators of the 
Scientology incorporation papers. He worked along side 
of Hubbard for years. I have read that Galusha split with 
Hubbard on the engram concept. Hubbard believed that in 
order for a person to remove an engram, the incident had to 
be discussed over and over again. Galusha said it was 
driving people insane. 



CHAPTER THIRTEEN 


LUCKY NUMBERS 


The District Court Judge qrote thirteen pages 
dismissing the case against the Johnson Company. I 
explained to the court that three million new presciptions a 
year are being written and that one third of these will get a 
neurological disorder if the instructions are not changed. 

The Court opted out on the statute of limitations. 

They said I knew I had a disease and waited to long to file. 

I explained that the diease is cumulative, it gets worse and 
worse. They didn’t want to hear it. 

Sometimes I watch brief episodes of the Walking Dead. 
I wonder if that is where America is heading. The other 
day I was in a Beverly Hills coffee shop and there were 
maybe a dozen people in the whole place. Three of us had 
tardive dyskinesia. 

It’s hard to understand the disease. It’s even harder to 
accept that there is no cure. They tell us to hold on, that 
the changes we are asked to accept aren’t pennanent. 

Why should any of us accept these kind of changes in the 
first place? 

The most ominous aspect of this is the relationship 
between the diagnosis of psychosis and policy. When 
Hubbard developed Scientology he told his adherents 
basically look, we are going to save the world and if you do 
not believe us then you are crazy. 


The effect of this is the nonnal conduct of business is 



that the Scientologists climb up the ladder and throw 
anyone overboard who isn’t on the boat with them. That 
leaves one road to wander down, treatment in the fonn of 
psychology. That leads to only one thing... anti -psychotic 
medication. I read a few years back in a British Journal of 
Medicine that the Doctor’s in London were reporting that 
in the last ten years, cases of “alleged” schizophrenia have 
doubled. They have no idea what is causing it. 

Let’s face it, Hubbard enslaved the world with cocaine. 
If you can’t accept it, then it’s heroin, meth and marijuana. 
He took control over drugs and took control over the minds 
of a generation with them. 

If you ever get addicted to drugs, and I wouldn’t 
recommend it, you will understand the leadership principle 
of drugs. When you need drugs and someone has them, 
they are your friend. You will do anything for them. 

You will listen to him lecture you for hours. You will 
love every minute of it. Not for a second will you even 
pretend to disagree with what he is saying. HE HAS 
YOUR DRUGS. I am told that Hubbard had a mantra he 
recited everyday. “All of mankind are my slaves.” 

Well, if you ever get to Hollywood, stop by and visit 
me sometime. I will be in room 107 of the State Hospital. 


The End. 



